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	1. Prologue

**Prologue**

_Hiccup's POV_

I have no choice. Either i tell him right now, or watch my best friend die at the hands of him.

I have no choice.

The hands, well hand, that grips tightly on my arm, restrains me from running to protect my friend, who is tangled in ropes. Everything is burning and the smoke from the fire doesn't help. I watch as he unsheathes his sword from his left hip and slowly raises it. Tears fill my eyes and start to fall down my cheeks, dripping off my chin. I have to save my friend. It's now or never. I start to shout-

"NO STOP! DON'T KILL HIM!" The struggles i make are not helping me or my friend "PLEASE"

The sword is raised over my friends head. Just as he brings it down i scream-

"NO DAD! STOP!"


	2. Chapter 1: Right Decision?

**Right Decision?**

_Hiccup POV_

This is just great. Out of all the kids in Dragon Training, i had to get picked. I don't even harm the dragons. What does the Elder see in me? I ran through the forest like a rabbit, trying to outrun a fox, instead of running from a fox, i'm running from the whole village. I had to get to the cove and figure out how i'm going to avoid this, they expect me at a celebration tonight, which is only a few hours away. Dad and the all the people in the village haven't given me a moments peace, and Astrid is starting to make my skin really crawl.

I finally reached the cove, trying to be careful on my down as it happened to lightly rain last night, so the rocks were slippery and I was carrying a heavy basket. As i came to the ground, the Night Fury bounded over to me in excitement, he had been waiting all day and wanted to go on a flight or get a basket filled with fish, which was slung over my shoulder. I placed the basket on the ground and tipped it over, letting all of the fish slide out. I sighed and sat myself on a slightly wet boulder, and let my mind wonder. How can i avoid this? I don't want to kill a dragon, but if i don't then dad might banish me from the island and Toothless can't survive on his own, but if i do kill the dragon Toothless, might not trust me anymore. how can I avoid this?

I got it! I run away. I'll come to the cove in the middle of the night and get Toothless and go live on an island by ourselves. The party goes till midnight, i'll claim that I feel tired and go to bed early to grab the things I need, sneak out of the house and head to the cove. But what of Dad? For once in my life he is proud of me, but proud of me from a lie. I can't keep this up. One day the dragon whom i've kept secret ever since Dad went to find the nest will be found out. I have to do this for mine and Toothless' sake. Plus, i've already caused enough trouble around here.

I spent the next hour telling Toothless the plan while editing up the harness so it could hold extra weight. By the time I was finished, I took the basket that used to contain the fish and headed back home with saying to Toothless "I'll be back tonight"

_2 hours later_

"Hiccup?" My father called "You up there?"

"Yeah, Dad" I call back

I hear my fathers heavy footsteps against the the creaking wooden staircase, i still wonder how it hasn't collapsed under my dad's weight. The door to my bedroom opened with one quick swing, to reveal my dad squeezing his montainous figure through the narrow doorway. As soon as he was out of the doorway, he stood there for a minute staring at me, and i stared back, thus creating an awkwrad silence between us.

"I think we should get a wider doorway for your room" he said randomly. Wow. Leave dad to break the silence.

"Um... So," he continued "Just came up to tell you to get ready for the celebration in the Great Hall"

"Yeah, i'll be there soon" i replied. Dad then squeezed back through the doorway and headed downstairs. I heard the front door open and shut, signaling that my dad left for the Great Hall. I sighed and got off my chair and walked out of my room to the bathroom down the small hallway. I head to the wooden basin and splashed a handful of water over my face. I grab a comb and roughly run it through my messy hair, i don't even know why i bother trying to comb my hair, it's always messy.

I walk downstairs and sat at the table in front of a small bowl of soup, that smelled of fish and cabbage, then I realised that the cauldron over the fire place was filled with the same soup. Dad must've made some after he got home. I took a few spoonfuls of the soup, thinking about my plan to run away. Where would I go? What impact would it have on Dad? I have to do this. I just hope I'm making the right decision.

I gulped down the rest of the soup in my bowl, quickly rinsed it out along with the spoon with some rain water from a bucket, dried them and placed them in the cabinet where we put all the dishes and cutlery. I opened the front door to reveal the village completely empty. Everyone's probably at the Great Hall for the celebration. I keep wandering if I should leave a note to explain all my actions, and if I do leave, what would become of the Monstrous Nightmare? Will they let Astrid kill it? Or will they forget about it? If they do leave the dragons alone, I can come back in the middle of the night to free them. Looks like I am leaving after all.

_The Great Hall_

I made my way up the steps to the Great Hall, trying to be as slow as possible. I could hear all the loud and deafening laughter, radiating out of a small gap between the huge doors and frame. Sounded like everone was already drunk. I pushed open the doors and walked in. Banners were hanging from the ceiling, the smell of roasted meat and honey mead wafted throught the air, men and women holding and drinking pints of alcohol while being heavily engaged in coversation. I saw my dad standing at the other end of the hall, talking with Gobber and smiling proudly. This might be the last time i see it. As i walk through the Hall, people were smiling at me and congratulating me by shaking my hand and wishing me good luck tomorrow.

"Hiccup!" someone called. I turned around to face the direction of the noise, to find that the other teens were sitting at a table and gesturing me to sit with them. I took a deep breath and walked towards them. I sat myself between Snotlout and Fishlegs while sitting directly across Astrid, who was glaring daggers at me. The twins Ruffnut and Tuffnut sat together at the end of the table, throwing punches and pushing each other, just to get the last piece of roasted chicken on their plate. Eventually Ruffnut, won.

"Hey Hiccup, you excited about tomorrow?" asked Fishlegs

"Yeah" I replied, trying to pull a fake smile.

_'This going to be a long night'_

_6 hours later_

It was now 9:30. Time to put my plan into action. I quickly excuse myself from the table and go over to where my dad was, he was sitting with Gobber, Mulch, Bucket and Sven at the other side of the hall. I slowly made my way over to him, thinking carfully about what i was going to say as my last words to him. "Hey dad?" i quietly say. He turned around on his seat to face me, and bent down a little to hear better to what had to say. "What is it son?' he asked. I took a deep breath; gathering the courage to do this.

"I just wanted to let you know, that i'm going back to the house. I'm kinda tired." My dad nods in understanding. That's new. Since when does he do that?

"That's fine. You need to save your energy and strength for tomorrow"

Yeah" I frown. My father sees this, his eyes widen in bewilderment. "What's wrong, Hiccup?" he asks.

"I just feel a little nervous about tomorrow" Oh Gods

"Don't worry" my father encourages "I'll admit that, I was a bit on edge when it was my time to kill my first dragon" I couldn't believe what I was hearing. My dad being a little scared about killing his first dragon? This is unbelievable. "And when I stepped into the arena to face that dragon, I thought I would drop my axe, but I went through with it and made my father and the whole village proud. What I'm trying to say is that no matter how scared you are, we'll all be there to comfort you. And after all the years of 'The Worst Viking on Berk' I'm proud of you. You've shown me the true Viking inside."

I felt my heart tear in two different directions. my whole life I've been trying to get my dad to accept me, and now he does. A couple of hours ago I made up my mind to leave, but hearing those words come out of my fathers mouth, I wasn't so sure. A voice in my head was telling me that leaving was the right way to go, and if I did leave, I would be out of my fathers hair and stop causing trouble, as well as to avoid killing the dragon. The voice had won.

I force a sad smile towards my dad who returns the smile. "Thanks dad" I say. He pulls me into one of his bear hugs, gripping my back and hauling me into his chest. He hasn't given me a hug in years. I don't think I remember the last time he hugged me. I can't stand all this affection in one night. Gently, I push from dad and look at him with a tired face. I had to get out of here.

" I better get to bed. Its getting late" I state.

"Of course, big day tomorrow" dad gives a small ruffle on my hair, and I give out a short giggle. "Goodnight, son. See you in the morning"

"Goodnight dad" i made a last minute decision, to say something i haven't said in a long time, and seeing that this is the last time i'll talk to him, might as well say it now. "Love you"

"Love you too, son"


	3. Chapter 2: A New Beginning

**A New Beginning**

_Hiccup's POV_

I walked towards my house, with my head down and eyes staring at the ground. The cold night air made me shiver a little, causing me to tug my brown fur vest around me more. I kept playing those last words my father said to me in my head. '_Love you too, son'_ I haven't heard those words since i was five years old. Just by hearing them made my heart ache and by both hearing and watching thoses words from my dad, made me want to cry on the spot.

I was so caught up in my thoughts that i didn't realise i was already at my front door. How long was i standing here? I shook my head to fully wake me up from that trance and was about to open my door when i remembered to stop by the forge to grab the stuff i need. I quickly turn around and walk fast paced to the forge with my footsteps in sync with my heartbeat, which was beating rapidly, so instead of walking I was slow jogging. The village was shrouded in a thick blanket of darkness, with only a few torches every now and then to help guide me through the streets. The stars above blinked and shimmered in the night sky, the crescent moon glowed hauntingly like an unknown source of light at the end of a pitch black corridor. It was a beautiful night.

I reached the forge and gingerly took a step through the doorway, checking to see if anyone was here. I relaxed greatly as there was no one here. Grabbing a basket weaved with river reeds, I ran into my private room at the back. I tore page after page off the wall of my study and took every one of my tools, along with my work apron, sketchbook, spare charcoal and paper. But in the end I was just carelessly dumping everything on my desk into the basket. I wasn't too worried about people noticing most of my belongings were missing as people never really paid much attention, and nobody not even my father or Gobber was been in my study or bedroom. I left my study and headed home, it was getting really late and dad would be coming back from the Great Hall soon. I had to hurry.

I ran up the hill, where my house was placed. Why? Why in Thor's name did it have to be up a hill? I open the front door to find the cauldron over the fireplace that was filled with the fish and cabbage soup, now empty and lying on the floor, in a small puddle of leftover soup. I knelt down to inspect and dipped a my right forefinger in the soup. It was cold. That means someone came in here while everyone else was at the celebration. But why would they eat the soup? Suddenly creak from upstairs caught my attention, the person was still in the house. It sounded like it was coming from my bedroom. I put the basket down at the bottom of the staircase and walk upstairs, trying to be as quiet as possible, as to not alarm the intruder. I stop at a wooden door with my name engraved on a small plank of wood that was hanging from a small rope, on a hook attached to the door. Quickly I grab my dagger that was pressed between my waist belt and green tunic, brace myself, and reach for the door handle. I push open the door and startled to find-

"Toothless! What are you doing here?"

Judging by the light coming from the candle resting on my bedside table, the Night Fury was casually sitting on top of my bed and staring at me with his pupils fully dilated and ears pointing towards the ceiling. It looked as if he was waiting for me to arrive, but how did he get out of the cove? He can't fly. I wipe away the thought as I hear distant sounds of people coming out of the Great Hall and heading home. I place my dagger on my bedside table and look outside through my window and recognise my father amongst the crowd, walking along side Gobber who was waving his prosthetic hook hand in the air and calling out random words. He was drunk.

I didn't have much time before my father gets home, so I rushed downstairs and grabbed the basket and some food and medical supplies, went back upstairs into my room and shut the door and locking it. Toothless jumped off the bed and came over to nuzzle me while purring loudly, he smelt of fish and cabbage soup, well that explains why the cauldron was empty and on the floor. I went over to the wooden wardrobe at the other side of my room and opened it, revealing all my clothes hanging from a rack, while my two pairs of spare boots were on the base of the wardrobe in a line. The comparison of my wardrobe with my room was shocking. I don't know how I kept my wardrobe so tidy while the rest of my room was a complete mess. Seriously, papers were scattered everywhere, the walls, the floor, even the bed, the blankets were half lying on the floor and half on the bed, my desk had several sketchbooks; that were filled with drawings and charcoal pencils lay rested on the desk instead of placed in the ceramic cup. I take three pairs of clothes and one pair of boots and shove them in the basket, i then grab a spare blanket and pillow and also stick that in the basket.

I look around to check if i haven't left anything. My eyes turn to see the Viking helmet, made out of my mother's breastplate, resting at the foot of my bed. I slowly walk over to it, picking it up by the horns and staring sadly. Toothless, came over to my right and gave me a worried look.

"Don't worry, bud" i reassured Toothless "I'll be fine"

Just then the front door shut from downstairs, and dad's thunderous footsteps could be heard. I jumped at the the noise, causing me to drop the helmet with a thud. Toothless, lowly growled as a voice was heard.

"Hiccup? Are you up there?" He called. I then hear him whisper "What happened to the cauldron?"

_Oh Gods_. In a panic i rushed for the basket and attached it to the harness on Toothless' saddle. I hear dad's footsteps on the staircase and reach for my dagger, accidentally grabbing the blade instead of the handle. A loud knock suddenly is heard from my door, causing me to slice my hand with the dagger, creating a thin and bleeding line across the palm of my left hand. I catch the dagger before it could hit the floor and alert my dad, but I spoke too soon. Seeing the blood Toothless got worried and let out a small whine before sitting down on the floor, knocking a small table next to him and the vase on top of it fell and shattered on contact with the floor. _Perfect_.

"Hiccup?!" Dads voice boomed from the other side of the door "Answer me! Are you alright?"

I hear the door handle jingle a bit and dads worried calls from the corridor. I abandon the dagger on the floor, and run to Toothless; the cut on my hand leaving a small blood trail. The bedroom door was being pounded on and the hinges were coming loose. I hopped on Toothless, slipping my feet into the pedals, and opening his tail. I caught a glimpse of a black scale on the floor, but before i could do anything we flew out of the window just as the door bursted open. "Goodbye" I whispered

Toothess and i glided through the night sky, having no idea where we're going. I took out a bandage and wrapped it around my cut. After 20 miutes of flying we settled down a nearby island to stay the night. A cave on the side of a mountain caught my eye as there was a lake just outside of it which was thriving with fresh water fish, enough for me and Toothless' breakfast tomorrow. We stepped into the cave and built a small fire to keep us warm. Toothless went and laid by the fire, I was getting really tired and was about to take the blanket and pillow out of the basket, but Toothless had other ideas. He retracted his teeth and grabbed the back of my tunic, resting me down beside him and using his legs to pull me close to him. He used his front left leg to pillow my head and his right wing came down and acted as a blanket, he placed his head next to mine and curled his tail around us.

I have no idea what I'm going to do now. I have nowhere to go. My whole life is ahead of me, with no one to tell me what to do. I'm free to do whatever I want. I have a second chance at my life and going to make the most of it.

It's a new beginning.


	4. Never Take Advice From Toothless

**Never Take Advice from Toothless**

_Five Years Later_

_Hiccup's POV_

"Toothless! This is the last time I take advice from you for a Whispering Death!" I shout

How do I always get myself in these situations? Why can't I have a normal day for once? Well at least it did start out as normal. Wake up to Toothless roaring and jumping up and down for his morning flight, come back and have breakfast, sweep the floor a bit, check on a dragon in the stables, race against Toothless and go on a flight to one the nearby islands to look for injured, sick or abandoned dragons. That's where this problem started. We were just walking quietly when we heard the distressed cries of a dragon. Toothless and I went to investigate and came across a Whispering Death, trapped in razor netting, trying to shake it off himself. But the net kept a good hold on him and was causing long scratches on his body.

I have only encountered a Whispering Death a few times and when I did, I needed Toothless' help. But that help didn't make the situation better this time. Toothless had suggested to try and calm it down (which I did eventually) then knock it out to remove the netting. I wasn't so sure about it but I went with it. I had left the dragon nip at home-it wouldn't have any use for this situation anyway, since Whispering Deaths aren't affected by it- so I went and knocked it on its head, and it fell unconscious. At least that's what I thought. The dragon seemed to think I was going to harm it, so when I carefully removed the net, it attacked me. So now I'm trying to outrun it in the forest.

"_Well, your the one who took it_" Toothless shouted back

"We'll argue about this later" I state "Right now we have to figure out how we're going to lose this guy"

In the past five years, I have come to learn the language of dragons, which they called Dragonese. The language was a complex mix of roars, screeches, bellows, growls, purrs and hisses. At first I thought it would be easy, but was proven wrong. With Toothless as my teacher, he made the complex language even more complex.

"_What do suggest we do?_" Asked Toothless

"Split up! It can't follow both of us at the same time"

We went in different directions, heading deeper into the forest. Of course the Whispering Death followed me. I ran in a zig zag path, hoping to throw the dragon off my trail, I could hear the Whispering Death's screeching and its six rows of rotating teeth clicking. This just isn't my day. Running through a forest is harder than it sounds, more than once my foot got caught on a tree root or a fallen branch, but ever since I left Berk, I have gained speed and strength, Toothless also taught me how to fight and to be light on my feet for stealth.

I was gaining distance between myself and the Whispering Death, as the roars of the dragon grew softer and more distant. Quickly, I hide behind a tree keeping hidden in the shadows the leaves casted while praying to Thor it doesn't find me. I kept my mouth closed and my breathing shallowed as it went by. In the corner if my eye, I saw its snake like body and the spines that protruded from it, rip jagged lines in the dirt.

I held my breath as the dragon stopped nearby, trying to sense anything. Its pupil and iris free eyes scanned the surroundings. Sensing nothing it moved away from the suspected area and continued its search somewhere else in the forest. Seeing my chance, I slowly come out of my hiding place and made my way in the opposite direction to find Toothless. All was going well, before I stepped on a twig, carried on by the sharp cracking sound that echoed through the woods. Hearing this the Whispering Death turned its head as quick as a whip and looked at me with a menacing stare. Could my day get any worse? Throwing away stealth, and putting in speed, I ran as fast as I could. A loud ear piercing screech erupted from the dragon as it burrowed into the ground, chasing after me.

The Earth shook by the dragons burrowing and a trail of crumbled pieces of dirt exploded from the ground, following the Whispering Death as it tunnelled through dirt, soil and rock. I stumbled into a clearing in the forest as the Whispering Death erupted out the ground and fired some of its spines at me. To avoid getting hit by one of those, I dived forward to my right and placed my hands on the ground, pushing off it and cartwheeling away from the spines. But it wasn't so successful. As I cartwheeled, one of the spines which was shot from the red tip of the dragons tail made a deep scratch on my left waist, causing me to collapse in pain. On the ground clutching my injured side, the dragon drew back a bit ready to charge at me. And it would have too if Toothless hadn't tackled it by surprise.

They rolled on the ground biting and clawing at each other. The Whispering Death was soon pinned underneath Toothless who snarled with pure hatred at it. Toothless then drew back to ready a plasma blast, so he could finish off the dragon.

"Toothless! Don't!" I yell "Let him go! I think he's learned his lesson"

Toothless seemed to consider this for a moment and stepped off the dragon. Seeing the only chance of getting away, the Whispering Death burrowed underground and fled, leaving me and Toothless alone. I felt relieved that the dragon was gone, but that feeling was quickly extinguished by the throbbing pain coming from my left waist. I cringe at the stinging of the wound, it was like fire burning slowly into my skin, taking its time to cause major damage to my body. Hearing my pained gasp, Toothless bounded over with a look of concern. Carefully I pulled up my tunic to reveal a deep cut that slowly bled and glowed a bright threatening red. The spine that was shot at me came from the red end of the dragons tail, which means..._Oh No _

Toothless saw the expression of horror on my face and cooed worriedly. He and I both knew I was in deep trouble. The spines from a Whispering Deaths body contains a small amount of poison which can leave a person sick for a week, but if you're injected with the poison from a spine at the red end of the tail, you would have about four days to live. Five if you're lucky.

"_Hiccup?_" asks Toothless "_What are we going to do_?"

The look I gave him said it all 'I don't know'. If I don't do anything then I'll die within four days, I'm only 19 and I still have my life ahead of me. There is only one hope for me to live, but I won't like it. Throughout the years I've been gone there were only two people who knew I was alive. One was Trader Johann, he got caught in a storm three years ago and washed up, along side his boat, on my island one day. Ever since then he has been delivering me supplies in exchange for some exotic fruit I came by, which he sold to different islands in the Barbaric Archipelago. The second person was Gothi, the village Elder and healer from Berk. She found me out when she was in the forest gathering some plants for a medicine brew, and saw me land in the cove on a rare trip I took to Berk. That night she told me she already knew I was alive, by listening to stories the wind carried. Since then she has offered me assistence whenever i need it and has promised not tell anyone that i'm alive. Gothi is the only one I know and trust who can help me now.

The sound of thunder interrupted me from my thoughts. I had completely forgotten about the storm. When Toothless and I where coming to the island this morning, I had noticed some dark grey clouds were forming together, telling me that there was a storm brewing and made a mental note to keep tabs on it. But when the Whispering Death issue occurred, it was immediately erased from my mind. It had just started so there might be a chance of me and Toothless reaching our island before it got really dangerous.

"Toothless! Come on bud. Lets get home. We can visit Gothi tomorrow"

"_If you can that is_" he retorted

"What's that supposed to mean?" I question

"_Remember what happened last time? You waited until the last minute, to be cured. And you were only a second away from dying!_" Toothless answered back

"Ok, what do you think we should do?"

"_I think we should head to Berk._" he replied "_NOW!_" As much as i hated to say it, he was right.

"Alright Toothless, we'll go now. But that storm, it's getting worse. If it becomes too dangerous to fly then we'll stop at a nearby island and wait until it ends. Either way we'll get there by nightfall"

"_I don't care! Just as long as we get there to heal you. Now get off your scrawny butt, and lets go already!_"

I sighed in annoyance and did as he said. We took off flying close to the water, wanting to avoid getting hit by lighting. I let my mind wonder, leaving Toothless to skim the ocean on his own. I didn't like this one bit. Eventhough i'm only going to see Gothi, i still feel very uncomfortable with going to the island i grew up on for fourteen years. I sometimes regret my choice to leave but it was for the best, i couldn't stand being a burden to my father and the village anymore, and i also couldn't stand keeping Toothless i secret. I have to go back to berk.

Whether i like it or not.


	5. Chapter 4: No Choice

**No Choice**

_Hiccup'sPOV _

We flew past Sorrow Island, the furthest one away from Berk on the Viking map. However, Toothless and I have been much further. The wonders of this world have been incredible, nothing I could've imagined. I came across new lands with indigenous tribes, one whose Chief had wanted his daughter to marry me, found new species of dragons and befriended them, learned different languages (including animal) and even convinced other islands that dragons weren't what they seem. It was a shame I couldn't do it for Berk, they would never listen, being stubborn Vikings and all.

It was hard at the start, after leaving but Toothless was always there to help me through, when it came to survival. I still remember the day when Toothless taught me how to fish and hunt. I found out ways to defend myself from wild dragons and trappers, like forging weapons from a metal substance called Gronkle Iron, which was very light but very strong. I created a spear out of it, and it was very useful, I would constantly upgrade the weapon by attaching features to it like, hollowing one end of it out and forging the other end into a sword that was coated with Monstrous Nightmare saliva so it flamed up, so the spear acted like a sword _and_ sheath. At the end of the sword was also hollow for a cable tied to a hook that would shoot out by a spring. The spearhead was interchangeable with a axe head by a screw which swung, thus changing their position at the top of the staff, i made an upgrade on my saddle to clip it on and know it would be safe in the possession of Toothless. Another discovery was that every year Toothless would shed his scales, leaving behind a small pile of shiny black circles all over the place. In order to get rid of them I tried to burn them, but they were unaffected and still cool to the touch, that's when I found out they were fireproof. Thinking it would come in handy, I made a cloak with a hood from black leather and sewed on the black scales and attached a silver clasp, that was in the shape of a Night Fury. I was wearing the same cloak now.

It started to grow dark, the sun setting in the west horizon, it was another three hours until we reach Berk, and by then it would be dark so Toothless and I will be able to get to Gothi's hut without being noticed. The world started to blur a little and everything was spinning, I place my hand on my right temple, and shake my head, trying to get rid of the nausea. Toothless saw this and slowed down.

"_The_ _poisons_ _starting_ _to_ _affect_ _you_" he pointed out

"I'm aware of that"

A few kilometres away from us, we spotted a small ship with no markings on the sails and the railings were framed with Viking shields, it was sailing in the direction of the island Freezing to Death, home of the Meathead Tribe. On the deck I saw a person running around in circles chasing something. It looked to be a Terrible Terror, one I knew very well. And by the yells of the man i'd say it was Trader Johann.

"Come on Toothless, let's go help him out."

"_But, what about Berk_?" he asks

"It can wait five minutes" I answer

I steered Toothless towards the boat, knowing that Johann couldn't handle dragons, let alone a Terrible Terror. When we got next to the boat I told Toothless to hover while we watch this quite amusing scene unfold. It indeed was Trader Johann, he panted breathlessly as he chased a green and red Terrible Terror that had seemed to have snatched one of Johann's exquisite trinkets, and was flying around the ships deck in large circles, tiring out the traveller. Eventually, Johann stopped running and stood on shaky legs, taking deep long breaths. I thought now was a good time to let him become aware of my presence so I loudly cleared my throat. Johann turned to face me, and a wide smile appeared on his slightly red face.

"Ah! Master Hiccup. Fancy seeing you so soon" he beamed

"The last time I saw you was three months ago" I commented. Johann's face got even redder.

"Oh" he realised "Time does fly by, when your travelling"

"It sure does" I reply "By the way, was it just my imagination or were you chasing a Terrible Terror, not too long ago?"

I didn't think it was possible for his face to get any redder. He gave a small guilty chuckle, and that was enough for me to know it was the truth. I was about to burst out laughing along with Toothless, but was interrupted by a small high pitched squeak coming from the mast of the ship. Toothless, Johann and I turned our attention to it in unison. Hanging from the mast by its claws was the little dragon, with a small gold rimmed vase in its mouth. I know that Terrible Terror. Snippy. One of the Terrors that I used to go on scouting missions and deliver messages. He was a real trouble maker.

"Ok Snippy." I hissed in Dragonese "That's enough"

"_Aww_" he sulked "_Five_ _more_ _minutes_"

"No. You've had your fun. Now give that vase back to Johann and go home"

Snippy slowly climbed down that wooden mast and walked over to Johann and placed the vase in front of him and quickly flew off. It was like looking after a six year old who never listens, but then again I was like that. I watched as Johann bent down with his knees slightly cracking and picked up the vase. He had aged in these past five years, his clothes were frayed and crooked stitches mended ripped seams, the colours of the material had faded, his dark brown hair and braided beard, bore long streaks of white hair. He looked tired and weary, but his spirit never aged and its thirst for adventures was unquenchable.

"Thank you, for helping me, Hiccup"

"Not a problem Johann" I respond simply. He went to the other side if the ship and placed the vase in a wooden chest and turned towards me with his head down. I looked at him and saw wrinkles had formed under his eyes, he looked like he hadn't slept in days.

"Johann?" I ask "Are you OK?"

His head shot up and stared at me for a moment with surprise and confusion, until he finally spoke. "Oh yes, I'm quite alright. Just a bit tired, it gets like this during the holiday seasons," His face lit up for a second "I was going to give you this the next time I come around, but since your here, might as well give it to you now" I landed Toothless onto the boat and slipped off the saddle. Trader Johann had turned around to pick up something. It was a small box, no bigger than my hand. A white ribbon was tied around it and a holly was slipped into the knot. "Happy Snoggletog, Hiccup" He handed me the item, it was light and the box smelled of oak. I had forgotten it was Snoggletog in a few days. Untying the knot and catching the holly as it fell, i opened the box to reveal a necklace. But it wasn't just any necklace, it was my mothers. The necklace was a metal hexagonal plate with a amber carving of the Berk crest, it was connected to a silver chain. I thought I lost it when a Changewing attacked me on Thor Rock island. Looks like Johann found it, I'm surprised he didn't take it to my father.

"Wow. Thanks Johann. How did you find it?"

"Well, I was fishing one morning, hoping to entertain myself for a bit, when I finally got a snag and hauled it up on deck. The fish was a big salmon that looked like it could swallow a cod whole. When I got the hook out of its mouth, I noticed something was clogging up its throat. Bravely, I reached into its mouth and pulled out the necklace." With every word he spoke, his arms would impersonate actions of the memory. I didn't really believe him, but decided not to point it out. I slip the silver chain over my head, having the pendant rest against my chest. I felt a nudge on my arm by Toothless.

"Hey Johann, you forgot Toothless"

"Don't worry Toothless, i have something for you too" Johann gave Toothless a reassuring pat on the head and went over to a fish crate. He put both his hands in there, digging for a particular fish, i presume. "Aha" he called. He turned around and held the biggest salmon i've ever seen. "This here is the salmon i caught and found the necklace in. I was going to cook it tonight but, i thought Toothless would like it as a Snoggletog present" Johann held out the salmon in front of Toothless, who gave it a quick sniff and bit it in half. The other half was taken from Johann's hands and offered to me by Toothless.

"_Would_ _you_ _like_ _some_?" he asked

"No thanks, it's your present"

"_Please_! _you_ _have_ _to_ _try_ _it_" Toothless begged

I sigh "Ok, but not right now" I take the fish from his mouth and put it in the satchel attached to the saddle. "Thank you Johann, for the gifts" I say while holding my hand out for him to shake.

"My pleasure, Master Hiccup" he replied while shaking my hand in gratitude. "But, please consider what I said three months ago. Just let your father know your alive and well. I don't think he can stand another holiday without you"

Johann had informed me about my fathers condition. He said the last time he saw my dad, he looked like a ghost. Stoick hadn't been sleeping and eating enough, he barely paid attention to his chiefly duties and left his brother Spitelout to take care of the village most if the time. It saddened me greatly when I heard that, I couldn't believe that i did this to him.

"I'll think about it, Johann" I answer. We said our goodbyes and went our separate ways. Maybe I should let my dad know I'm alive, it would get rid of the guilt on my shoulders and give my father some relief. I believed Johann when he said my dad didn't look well, cause sometimes I would take a trip back to Berk, to get things I needed or left behind, and would catch a glimpse of Stoick looking pale, tired and -I couldn't believe it- thinner. I did this. Might as well let him know.

***  
>We are now twenty minutes from Berk. I have to admit I'm kind of happy to be back at the island I grew up on. It was night and we were completely invisible to anyone who was looking up. my clothes allowed me to blend in, as they were the colours of nighttime.<p>

"_Hey_ _Hiccup_?" asks Toothless

"Yeah?" I reply

"_What's_ _that_ _glow_, _over there_?"

Turning my attention ahead, we saw huge, bright orange light coming from Berk. In the distant we were able to hear dragon roars. There was a dragon raid occurring. For Thor's sake, I don't need this right now.

"Toothless!" I exclaim "There's a dragon raid going on. I'm thinking, maybe hiding in the cove till this ends."

"_But, what about the dragons_?" asks Toothless "_They're under the mind control of the dragon queen! We can't let them suffer and die for something they aren't doing intentionally_"

He's right. This isn't their fault, they don't have any control of their actions. The dragon queen is to blame for this. Toothless had once brought me to the nest and showed me why they raided us. He said the queen was always demanding food, and there was barely any left for themselves. Most of them died from starvation or were eaten alive by the queen, if they didn't bring enough food back to her. They couldn't leave the nest because of the mind control, so they were forever enslaved by the queen, unless they could snap out of it. That's what I've been doing. I would follow the dragons from the nest and convince them, that they didn't need to serve the queen anymore, and it worked.

"Are you saying we should help?" I shout "We could be seen!"

"_Im a Night Fury, remember! I can stay up in the sky, and blend into the darkness. I'll use my sonic screech to attract their attention, then you take it from there_."

"It won't as simple as that" I point out "Not every dragon listens to your call and the Vikings will notice something's going on"

"_Well it's a risk were going to take_"

From there, Toothless went at full speed towards Berk. I clung onto the saddle as we sped through the air to the island i once called home. When we reached the shore, Toothless flew straight up and stopped to hover, so we were overlooking Berk. Vikings were hoisting weapons in the air along with shields, screaming war cries. Houses were burning to ashes and dragons were stealing the livestock and fish. I caught a sight of my dad, he was charging at a Deadly Nadder with a sword in hand. I resisted the urge to fly down their and stop him, as he may accidently or purposely kill me. The look on Toothless' face was one that would tear my heart in two, his look was of sadness, guilt and horror, if he could repay for all the damage he caused, he'd do it in a heartbeat. I pat him on the head, to signal that now's the time. He released a blast of sound that could be heard a mile away, and to dragon ears it would be heard as "STOP!"

Nearly all the dragons stopped, the ones who were fighting Vikings carried on with their battle, while the other dragons dropped what they had in their possession and tilted their heads toward us. Thankfully the Vikings didn't notice as every single one was still fighting. A Monstrous Nightmare flew up and came towards us, i could hear the other dragons whispering amongst each other, they were saying _'Who is the one riding the Night Fury_?', _'What do they want_?', '_What will Flamewing do_?' The Nightmare stopped and hovered along with us, his eyes studying me and Toothless, but mostly me.

"_I am Flamewing, Second in command of the Dragon Queen" _he announced "_Who are you and what is the meaning of this_?"

"My name is Hiccup, but among dragons i'm known as Little Sparrow" i had gained that name from an old Timberjack that was wise, i had rescued his family from trappers and told him of my adventures. The old dragon had soon passed away from age and with his last breath he declared me the 'Little Sparrow, Whisperer of the dragons'. Stories about 'Little Sparrow' ventured far and wide, even to the dragons nest.

"_Little Sparrow_?!" Flamewing exclaimed "_Apologies, for my rudeness, i did not realise_"

"No apology necessary" i said politely "I only wish to free you of the Queens tyranny, you don't have to live in fear of her or allow her to use you as slaves, anymore"

"_But where will we go_?" asked Flamewing "_We have no other home to go to"_

"Head North to Sorrow Island," i direct "There you will find a Terrible Terror called Crimson, and tell her you are looking for a home. She will show you the way."

"_Thank you, Little Sparrow. If there is anything we can do in return, we will happily do it_" The Monstrous Nightmare, then roared loudly, this time however _all _the of the dragons listen and flew away from Berk with Flamewing in the lead. The Vikings on the ground, were wearing confused looks, I mean wouldn't you if dragons had just left the food they were going to take and fly off. I watched as the herd of dragons grew smaller from my sight, it always made me happy when I see dragons who were under the control of the queen, to being free and to live their own life. I signal Toothless to head towards the forest, where we would stay until it is safe enough to go visit Gothi. It wasn't long before I noticed that Toothless and I weren't completely hidden in the darkness, but before I tell him I heard a shout that sent a shiver down my spine.

"Shoot that dragon down!"

And the next thing I know is that a bola was shot at us, from what looked like the bola launcher i invented five years ago, to shoot down Toothless. We managed to dodge a few, but soon a bola wrapped around Toothless' tail and by the shear force of it, the bola ripped the prosthetic off and we fell to the ground. As we were falling I got separated from Toothless and was frantically trying to grab his saddle, and without warning we impacted with the ground.

_Stoick's_ _POV_

I was about to finish off the Nadder when it suddenly flew away, along with all the dragons. I look around, everyone is as confused as I am. The dragons left leaving behind all the food they intended to take. What in Thor's name is going on? Then from the corner of my eye, i spotted the faintest shadow speed by, i turn to get a look. A dragon, not entirely concealed in the shadows but, we all know and fear. A Night Fury. It was flying in the opposite direction of the other dragons, we haven't seen one in five years. Nether the less, that dragon came in the middle of the night and killed my son in cold blood. Tonight I'll kill that beast without mercy, thus avenging my son.

"Shoot that dragon down!" I yell, pointing to the area in the sky.

Hoark, one of my best men fired a bola from one of Hiccup's inventions. After my son had died, we had a look at his works and blueprints of weapons that he thought could help the village. One was the bola launcher which he called 'The Mangler', i never thought it would be so useful. That Thor-Forsaken dragon dodged them, Hoark kept firing until we snagged its tail. I watches it fall, hearing its wails of panic but I also heard the cries of a man. Squinting my eyes due to the darkness I saw a person, falling along side the dragon. I signal the men to follow me, the beast landed at the edge of the forest, sheathing my sword and hefting my axe, I ran to the spot and there it was, the black devil which took my sons life. I will finally avenge his death.

The bloody beast was lying on the ground, writhing in pain, it seemed to have broken a wing. Good, a downed dragon is a dead one. The vikings crowd around, trying to get a glimpse of the Night Fury, i'm about six feet away from the dragon, my grip on the axe tightens and i run up to it with a Viking cry, i pull the axe over my head ready to strike, and as i bring it down to end its life a figure jumps from behind the dragon and blocks my attack with a weird looking staff. The figure is hooded in cloak of what looked like dragon scales, his dark blue tunic was covered in grime, dirt and specks of blood. At the sleeves he wore brown leather wrappings up to his elbows, the black pants he wore had ripped at the right knee that showed a graze, he seemed to wear no armour or carry any shield. Good. I couldn't see his eyes because of the dark and the shadow that the hood produces, covering half of his face.

I back away a few metres, and get into a fighting stance, the man- no, boy, he couldn't be any more than 19- stood up straight. The dragon was growling loudly and the boy held his hand out and the growling stopped. This person seemed to be able do command dragons to do his bidding.

"Who are you?" i asked "Why are you protecting this dragon?"

The boy stayed silent. Instead of talking he raised his weapon in front of him and flicked some kind of switch that changed the spearhead at the end of the staff to an axe head, whoever he was, he was smart and looking for a fight. Well he's going to get one.

"You think you can beat me, in a fight?" i mock "You are terribly mistaken"

We begin to circle slowly, never taking our eyes off each other. We charge at the same time axes raised. I swung first, aiming for his shoulder, the boy dodged the swing by bending his back backwards, missing the axe and sliding between my legs, then lept up, flinging his legs into my back. Effectively pushing me and losing my balance. By the time i turned around he was already standing and ready for another round. So this boy knew how to fight. This time the mysterious boy charged, thinking he was going to strike I readied myself to defend, only he didn't, he placed one end of the spear into the ground and vaulted over me. Before i could turn, he bashed the pole of the spear against my shoulder and causing me to fall to the ground, i tried to get up but the boy pinned me making stay down, he held a dagger that was curved at the tip. The boy was on top of me, he may have looked weak and skinny but he had strength. His face was obscured by the hood, but i could just make out a faint scar on the right of his chin, the same scar Hiccup had, and bright green eyes shone from behind the hood, the same forest green that Hiccup inherited from his mother. Then something else caught my eye. A pendant, hanging from the boys neck. The Berk crest, craved from amber, it was Valka's necklace, i had given it to her as a birthday gift, and when she was taken by a dragon during a raid i passed it onto Hiccup. It couldn't be.

I snapped out of my thoughts when the boy was pulled off me by Gobber and my brother Spitelout. As Gobber restrains the boy, Spitelout comes over and offers me a hand. I look at the boy, he resembled Hiccup so much. The same pendant, same scar, same eyes, he was like the reincarnation of Hiccup. A roar sounded from the Night Fury, it was wailing towards the boy as if it was fearing for his safety, the boy _roared_ back as a reply, he knew their language? I'll get answers later, but right now i have a Night Fury to kill and a son to avenge. I had dropped the axe when the boy jumped me, but i still have my sword. I take one look at the boy and notice there's tears streaming down his cheeks. I'll deal with him later. I unsheath my sword from the scabbard that was hooked onto my belt.

"NO STOP! DON'T KILL HIM! PLEASE!" I hear the boy shout, so he can talk. For now i ignore his cries. I walk towards the dragon, sword in hand. I look at the dragon green acidic eyes and they look like their pleading me not to do it, but i have to, for my son. I raise the sword over my head, the blade aiming for the neck of the beast. I bring the sword down, with all my strength and anger, until i hear-

"NO DAD! STOP!"


	6. Chapter 5: Dust & Hope

**Dust & Hope**

_Hiccup's_ POV

The blade stopped an inch away from Toothless' neck, the grip on my arms had softened and everyone was looking at me in confusion. Stoick had moved the sword away from Toothless and set his gaze on me, staring with bewilderment. I felt Gobber's grip release completely and heard him back away as my father walked over. I backed up a bit when he got close but only to bump into Gobber's belly.

"What, did you call me?" Stoick asked, still walking towards me.

I was speechless. I couldn't find words as my brain had shut down from the situation that's occurring. My father had stopped in front of me and Gobber, moved back to give space. I certainly got taller over years as I was at the height of Stoick's shoulders, but he still towered over me. I dare not move, my feet wouldn't of obeyed anyway. I was frozen. Seeing as his can't see my eyes, I dart them around hoping to find something to help me and Toothless get into the forest. I spot my spear on the ground, lying in a patch of grass, if i could get past my father, grab the weapon and get Toothless out here and into the woods, i can visit Gothi tomorrow and be back home on my island. The only problems are, is how do I get passed my dad and get an injured Night Fury safely into the forest? _Oh_ _Thor_ _Almighty_, this just isn't my day. Well here goes nothing.

But before I could move, I noticed Stoick was standing even more closer to me. Because I was lost in thinking about how to get Toothless, out of here, I had forgotten about my father. He stared down at me with disbelief in his eyes. My father slowly brought up a hand and gently grabbed the back of my hood, and pulling it down. In the past five years, I rarely cut and combed my hair, so my hair was shaggy, and stuck up in places, and since my hair wasn't regularly trimmed, it went down to my shoulders and fell over my eyes. To make it easier, to gain a dragons trust, I had to appear more dragon than Viking. The dragon scale clothing was one thing, the other thing making me look more wild was the clips in my hair. With some leftover scales from Toothless and Gronkle Iron, I was able to fashion some clips that I attached to the ends of my hair at the back of my head, with the scale dangling from the clip. I also had a few crystal beads and an owl feather hanging by a string, keeping it tied and connected to a lock of auburn hair. While it may have looked weird, they made my job easier.

"Hiccup?" I heard my dad whisper. I didn't think my heart could beat any faster, but it was beating so fast, I thought my heart would burst from panic. "Is that you?"

I ran a hand through my messy hair, scales and beads clicking together. I cast my gaze to the ground, making a long and guilty sigh. He's already seen me, and he's already guessed who i am. Might as well tell him. I rub the back of my neck, trying to gain the courage to announce myself. After a few shaky deep breaths, i calmed down and let the truth fall out.

"Yeah, it's me" i reply in a whisper "I know what you're going to say, dad. 'How could i have done this?' Run away with a Night Fury, and not come back to tell you the truth about what happened five years ago? Well, what sign throughout my life on Berk, did i have, that you would listen? Since you never did. I tried so hard to make you proud of me, but you only pushed away" I start to back away a bit, getting nervous by the way he gripped his sword. "I know i caused a lot of trouble for you, so i thought if i left and was out of the way, you wouldn't have to worry about me anymore, just forget about me, but I was wrong, I see that now" Finally i meet his eyes, and realise he isn't listening to anything I'm saying. He just keeps staring at me with shock and disbelief. I notice his hand gripping the sword handle tighter, as if the it was the neck of someone he truly despised. Looking into his eyes, I try to find any sign of hate, disgust or anything to let me know I'm unwanted. I see nothing. However, the way he is approaching me and holding the sword is enough to convince me. But i'm still determined to make him listen, even if it might cost my life. '_Please Odin, make him listen' _"Stop ignoring me, Stoick, since that's all you've ever done!" I continue, but this time yelling "Go on! Shout, scream, hit me for all i care! But, for once in your life would you please just listen?! Can you even hear me?!"

I didn't know if he could, as he just kept staring at me. During my little rant I had backed up against a nearby tree, and with a Viking Chief cornering you there and the villagers surrounding the area, there was no where to run. Stoick lifted his left hand and placed it on my right shoulder, holding it there in a vice grip, his right hand tightened around the handle of the sword and I watch as he raises the weapon slightly. Closing my eyes and waiting for the death blow, I prayed for Toothless to be alright. But what happened next, took me by surprise. Hearing metal meet dirt, I snap my eyes open, my fathers sword had been thrown to the ground, standing like a wooden warning sign impaled in the ground. Confused, I turn my full attention towards my father, whose grip had loosened on my shoulder. Was my father..._crying?_

Without warning, my father engulfed me in a strong and loving hug. It wasn't one of his bone crushing hugs, but a warm and gentle one. He held me like a precious object that was too valuable to let go of. I felt one of his hands move to the back of my head and gently stroking my hair, testing if I was real. Then my dad said something I couldn't comprehend.

"I'm just happy you're home, son"

I wasn't quite sure what to do, I just stood there paralysed, wondering where all this affection is coming from. Hearing light and small sniffles that came from my father, pained my heart, it was a stinging of emotional pain like a dagger had been plunged in me. My Father still loved me. The feelings of guilt, sadness and love soon overwhelmed me and I just, let it all out. The tears came gushing like a blown up dam, followed by the guilt of leaving my dad alone for five years, which caused me to throw my arms around him, returning the embrace.

"I missed you, dad," I said, barely a whisper "I'm so sorry I left. C-Can you forgive me?" He must of heard me as he drew me closer and tightened his hold, i took that action as a reply saying, 'yes'. Tears fell from my eyes and dripped over my chin and soaked into dad's tunic, i felt his tears splash on my shoulders and heard his sniffles. It must've killed him when he found out i was gone. Eventually we let go of each other and stepped back at an arms length away. Stoick wiped the tears away with his finger and i did the same with the back of my hand. I turned to see the villagers all staring and saw Gobber frozen on the spot, his chin quivering. I knew he was about to burst, so I counted the seconds.

_'1...2...3...'_

_"_HICCUP!"

Just like that, Gobber came running/fast limping to me with arms out wide, joy and happiness covered his face by the huge smile he wore. He pulled me into a bone crushing hug, I wouldn't say this out loud but, I kind of missed them. Gobber seemed to miss me a lot as he kept saying things about, when i worked in the forge with him.

"Oh lad, i missed ya. I missed ya helping me change my hands, showing off your odd inventions. I even missed ya witty sarcastic remarks," Gobber babbled "don't leave again" and with that he pull me closer and tighter, cutting off my breathing and he pinned my arms to my side so i could barely move.

"Gobber? I can't breathe." i point out. He let me go and i could see tears starting to form from his eyes. "Gobber don't cry otherwise, you'll make me start crying again"

Too late. The tears fell before i could prevent them. I wiped them away as quick as i could, crying twice in five minutes, just my day. A weak and annoyed roar caught my attention. I just suddenly remebered Toothless! How could i forget about him? I jogged towards him, kneeling by his side, i felt a headache coming on, but i pushed it away, as the concern of my best friend took over the my own well-being. Toothless was lying on his right side, whimpering in pain. The false tail was ripped off by the bola, so i'll have to rebuild it, besides Toothless won't be flying for a while. When he hit the ground he landed on his right wing , causing it to break. He won't be happy. There was also a long scratch on his front left leg, we need Gothi, and fast.

"Toothless, you won't be able to fly for a while" i tell him "You've got a broken wing and the tail is gone"

"_Not like i don't know that_" he remarks

"I'll go get Gothi" I stand and turn to face my dad and Gobber and walk over to them "Dad!" i call "Don't hurt that dragon!"

"Why?" he questioned

"I'll explain later. Right now i need you to..." and that was all i could say before the feeling in my legs vanished and i crumbled to the ground with a severe pounding in my head. I could hear my father and Gobber's worry toned voices and felt dad's hands trying to lift me up, and the last thing I heard was Toothless' panicked cries before I was overtook by darkness.

_Stoick's POV_

I didn't know what happened. One moment Hiccup was perfectly fine then the next he just fell to ground. I drop next to him with Gobber on my left, equally as worried. I took hold of Hiccup's arms and pulled him into a sitting position, his head resting against my chest. His eyes were scrunched up, so it looked like he was in pain, I noticed he was shaking and his skin was hot to the touch and his breathing was ragged and shallow. He wasn't like this when I hugged him. What in Thor's name is going on?

A roar caught my attention, and I looked up from my son to see the Night Fury, trying to stand up. Hiccup said not to harm it and that he'd explain later. Once the dragon stood up on shaky legs, it started to limp its way over. As Vikings we had natural instincts, to kill a dragon on sight, but Hiccup said not to and that's exactly what I'm going to do. The Night Fury stood by us and let out a worried whimper. It started to nudge Hiccup, occasionally licking his hand or face. I sent Gobber to go find Gothi and bring her to the house. Carefully i pick my son up and carry him my house, with the dragon following closely. The Night Fury was smaller than I imagined and seemed very loyal to Hiccup, not once had it tried to attack.

I told the villagers to go home and put out any remaining fires. Upon arriving at the front door of the house, I find out the door had been blown off in the dragon raid. I breathed a heavy sigh. _Second one this month. _I step through the doorway, the dragon was curiously and cautiously sniffing the floor, before it walked in. I wasn't too comfortable with having a dragon in my home, but I'm willing to make an exception this time. Hiccup shifted slightly in my grasp, releasing a some what painful groan, quickly I made my way upstairs into Hiccup's old room, pulled a white dusty sheet off the bed, spraying the dust evrywhere and set him down carefully on it. I hadn't stepped a foot in here ever since Hiccup left, it brought back memories of him being a little boy, scared of thunderstorms. The whole room was left untouched, it has been that way for five years, I decided to place white sheets over the furniture to catch the dust. Hiccup moaned a little in his sleep, catching the attention of the dragon who made a beeline towards my son, and sat itself down next to the bed, never taking its sight off Hiccup for a second.

I heard footsteps entering the house, signalling Gobber and Gothi had arrived. They both made their way up the stairs and appeared at the bedroom doorway. Gobber had Hiccup's spear in his hands and rested it against the wall. I watched as Gothi made her way to the beside, examining my son. She put the back of her right hand against his forehead and waited a few seconds, next Gothi, pulled up the left side of his tunic a bit and her eyes widened. Something was wrong, but what? Without warning, Gothi hurriedly searched through her bag of medicine, pulling out a wooden bowl and spoon, a couple of vials filled with clear liquid and one filled with white powder, leaves and roots of plants I didn't recognise, a canteen of water and a cloth. She instantly went to work. Me and Gobber watched as she took the piece of cloth and poured some water on it, and began to dab and clean -what I suspect is a wound. Once she was sure it was cleaned to her liking, Gothi took the leaves and roots, tearing them up and putting them in the bowl. Next she got the two vials of liquid and mixed them with the teared up ingredients, and stirring it with the spoon. The liquid seemed to have eaten the leaves and roots, leaving nothing but a thin layer of what used to be plants. Gothi grabbed the third vial and emptied the powder in it, into the bowl, stirring until it created a thin paste.

Hiccup winced in pain as she applied the paste. Gothi then pulled out a roll of bandages and started wrapping them around his waist. She took another cloth and drenched it with water, wrung it out (not bothered by the puddle of water), and placed it on Hiccup's forehead. _He must have a fever. _It is the only reason I can think of. Gothi then excused herself from the room without any explanation of what happened. I look towards Gobber, who was entertaining himself with the spear my son used as his weapon. He seemed to have found a switch that changed the positions of an axe head and a spearhead as he kept flicking that switch and repeatedly changing the weapon heads. I glare at him in annoyance. He seemed to have understood the message and put the spear down again and nervously exited the room.

The Night Fury let out a worried coo and slowly wondered over to Hiccup's old closet, where he removed the sheet, creating an explosion of dust. It sneezed twice, but didn't seemed too phased by it and opened the door of the closet by grabbing the handles with its teeth. _The dragon knew how to open doors? _It then pulled out a blanket with small holes in it and dragged it over to the bed where Hiccup peacefully lay. The dragon then clumsily draped the blanket over Hiccup, trying to keep him warm, I sound of light tapping coming from the staircase caught my attention, and saw that Gothi had returned with equipment of two long sticks, bandages, her medicine bag and a fish. The dragon had laid down beside the bed and allowed Gothi to walk over to him withot a care in the world. I watched as Gothi put the fish in front of the Night Fury, which it ate gratefully, and gave a loud and gentle..._purr?_

Gothi moved to the side of the dragon and extended its right wing, feeling where the bone was. When the dragon had let a pained whimper she began to place the two long sticks on both sides of the wing so the wing was in between, my guess was that she was making a dragon splint. If it's possible. I grabbed a chair from the corner and removed the white sheet as gently as possible, to not cause an explosion like the Night Fury did. Something about the dust was making me feel something, but i wasn't so sure what it was. Setting down the chair next to the bed and taking a seat, i look at my son who I haven't seen in five years. He had changed so much. He used to be small and fragile, but now he's grown and gained confidence, as well as strength. Hel! He even bested me in combat. He is not the same boy, from five years ago. He is a man.

I look to the dragon to find it sleeping soundly, it's leg bandaged and wing in a splint. I have to admit it did look a little cute. For the past five years i have searched far and wide looking for that dragon, I remember the day when I swore to avenge my son.

_I just returned from taking a completely drunk Gobber back home. I keep telling him he drinks too much, but he just shrugs it off and replies 'No I don't. I just drink the right amount too often' Maybe I can ask Spitelout to knock some sense into him. Reaching the door of my house I notice the light coming from the main hall fireplace. Hiccup's not asleep yet? Surely he would put the fire out when he went to bed. I open the door and stepped into the house while shutting the door. I glance at the fireplace and find the cauldron on the floor, lying in a puddle of soup. What happened? A heavy thud coming from Hiccup's bedroom caught my attention. _

_"Hiccup?!" i call "Are you up there?" I look back down to the fireplace "What happened to the cauldron?" i whisper_

_I begin to walk up the stairs, i hadn't heard a reply from Hiccup. He must've been really tired to not wake up by my voice. Eventhough he was a troublemaker, and we occasionally got into arguments, i did listen sometimes. Especially, when we had that fight about me shouting in Hiccup's ear when my voice was already loud enough to 'break his eardrums when i speak normally'. As i reached the top of the staircase i could see light shadows from underneath the bedroom door. Hiccup was still up? yet he didn't answer me. Gobber and Astrid have been saying that he's been acting a bit weird lately. What's going on? I knock on Hiccup's door then heard some sort of pottery shattering after a few seconds, that got me really worried_

_"Hiccup?! Answer me!" i order "Are you alright?!" I try turning the door handle, but find it locked "Hiccup! Open the door! What's going on?!" I start to bang on the door, i knew Hiccup was a smart boy and could make any weapon and was very good at creating locks. My banging turns into a heavy pounding and the door eventually gives, pushing it off its own hinges i entered in, just in time to see a black shadow fly by the window. _

_I took in Hiccup's room, i rarely come up here. There was a shattered vase on the floor, the pieces laid out like a cobweb. There was no sight of Hiccup, the bed was ruffled and warm to the touch. Looking around i spot something on the floor, a small, shiny black object. i crouch down and pick it up. Studying it, i see it was a dragon scale. I then see small specks of blood. It was Hiccup's. The broken vase, the black dragon scale and my sons red blood, it was enough to convince me that my son, was taken and murdered by a dragon, a Night Fury. i screamed in frustration and pain of losing my one and only son. 'I have failed you Valka. I have lost our son.' I pray 'Please take care of him in Valhalla. Please' And for the first time since my wife was taken, I cried and vowed I would hunt down and kill the Night Fury for killing my son. I promise, I will. Even if it means I have to travel to the edge of the world. I will avenge my son._

Before, I would have taken the dragons life for killing my son in a heartbeat, but now I know the truth. Hiccup wasn't taken, he ran away. Why? I don't know, all I know is he did it for a very good reason. Until now I notice a long thin scar running down his left cheek. Wonder how he got that. I was pulled out of my thoughts when I felt a hand on my shoulder, turning I see Gothi offering me a comforting smile, telling me everything was going to be alright. She took her leave, and headed downstairs to join Gobber in the main hall. I tilt my head towards the ceiling, silently saying a prayer in thanks '_Thank you Odin, for this wonderful gift. For a second chance to be with my son' _

I settle my gaze on floor, which was littered with layers of dust. The dust, just made me feel hopeful, not happy, not relived, hopeful. Hopeful for a better and brighter future, a future where I can amend my mistakes, I had made towards Hiccup. The disturbed dust tells me this. I have to stop living in the past and start thinking about the future. I have my son back, and I am going to be a better father. For Hiccup. For Valka.


	7. Chapter 6: Trouble Already

**Trouble Already**

_Hiccup's POV_

I woke up with a pounding headache and a throbbing feeling in my left side. Forcing my eyes to open, I took in my surroundings with a blurry vision. I seemed to be in a bedroom, it had a familiar smell of forest, rainwater and charcoal, I knew I wasn't in Gothi's hut because her place smells of medicine and herbs. I try to sit up, but that was a mistake as when I tried to, my left side exploded with pain so instead I rolled over to my right side and got a better view of my surroundings. The first thing I noticed was that the bed was a little bit small for me as my feet dangled off the edge. The room was cold, even though the window wasn't open to let the Winter wind in, all the furniture was covered by a white sheet, except the bed, wardrobe and a small chair next to me. There were drawings of inventions and people, on the bedside table was a small painting done by a child of a man, a woman and their son, with my vision clearing I recognised the family. It was my family. I had painted it when I was seven years old. My dad hadn't thrown it out?

Finding some strength, I sat up slowly wincing at the pain and I realise where I am now. I'm in my old room. Everything is just the way I left it, except for the cobwebs and layers of dust but, pretty much everything looks normal. I see Toothless sleeping on the floor next to me, his wing is in a splint and his front leg bandaged up, and speaking of bandages, it was only now I notice the tight wrappings around my waist where the injury was. The wound didn't hurt as much then it did yesterday, so I'll have to be careful with what I do. A loud yawn caught my attention and I look to see Toothless waking up, he stretched his legs and back out slowly, like an overgrown cat trying not to irritate his wing and leg.

"Hey Buddy" I quietly and hoarsely called in Dragonese.

This caught his immediate attention, as he suddenly turned around and leapt onto the bed, he began to lick and nuzzle me, being careful about my injury. Toothless then laid down on top of me, purring with affection and nearly cutting of my breathing.

"Oof" I exclaim "Toothless, you're heavy, I can't breathe"

"_I know_" he cheekily replied. Eventually he got off me, allowing air to full my lungs.

I realise that someone -most likely my dad- removed my dragon scale cloak and riding vest, looking around the room I didn't see any of the two nor my staff. Clattering from downstairs came to my heightened sense of hearing; when it came to hunting with Toothless, my senses of sight, hearing and smell improved. I could hear sounds that humans couldn't hear, see far distances that would take a spyglass to see and can smell anything in a 1 kilometre radius. I determine the voices radiating from the kitchen below as my father and Gobber, and by the smell of things someone was cooking. I hope it's not dad, he maybe the greatest chief in history but he can't cook to save his life. The only thing he could cook was, fish and cabbage soup, but even then it had its flaws. The smell from downstairs wasn't a pleasant one, my guess it was burnt chicken and boiled vegetables. Yeah, trust dad to do the cooking. Slowly I got up off the bed and made my way towards the door, with Toothless following closely incase my legs gave out. Cradling my wound, I push the door open, slightly creaking, and limped to the top of the staircase, from downstairs the voices got louder, and the smell of dad's horrible cooking intensified. Whoever taught him how to cook, didn't do a very good job.

Gathering courage, i made my way down the stairs, trying to not make a sound. Glancing into the kitchen i see my father and Gobber sitting at the dinner table, heavily engaged in a conversation, above the fireplace were two big fat chickens, getting overcooked and a small cauldron filled with boiling water and cabbage. I cringe at the sight of it, along with Toothless and listened to my dad and Gobber speak.

"Where could he have been all these years?" asked my father, with his head down and mind in deep thinking "And why didn't he come back?"

"Maybe, because he couldn't come back," states Gobber "or didn't want to. Not that i blame him, since we didn't really treat him all that well"

My dads head shot up and looked confused at Gobber's words "What do you mean?" he said aghast. Gobber just gave out a heavy sigh. "He never told you, did he? Well, 'bout time someone did," i watched as my father crossed his arms and rested them on the table, leaning forward he eagerly listened to Gobber, who told him things about my past life on Berk, that i kept to myself as to not cause more trouble, Gobber was the only one who knew what was going on. "When Hiccup was a lad, 'bout five or six, he started to be pushed around by the other kids. Snotlout being the worst. Came into the forge with grazes and bruises all over him, he just claimed he tripped and fell down a hill, I believed him at first seeming as how he's always falling over. But I soon became suspicious when he came to work one morning crying his eyes out. The boy was a wreck. That's when I found out about Snotlout and the others. From then on the beatings got worse. At first i just shook it off, thinking the teens would soon get bored and go find something else to do but I was proven wrong when one day i found Hiccup in the back room, curled up in the corner with bleeding cuts and a broken arm. I tried to help him, but he wouldn't allow me, he just kept saying he 'wasn't worth it'. Never had i seen him so broken."

I remembered that day. I was on my way to the forge when Snotlout came from behind and jumped me, it wasn't long till the twins joined in. That beating session went for twenty minutes they broke my right arm in two places, I was ten at the time. I never told anyone about it, except Gobber already knew what was going on. My fathers voice brought back to reality.

"Why didn't you tell me?" he asked

"Because I made him promise not to," I spoke unexpectedly. Both Vikings heads shot up and turned sharply towards me. "I didn't want to cause anymore trouble and seem weak to you, so i just decided to face it on my own. But, that was a decision i regret" The floor suddenly became interesting as i said this. The house was filled with deafening silence, no one knew what to say or was too unsure if they should say anything. I made a quick and curious glance at my Father and Mentor, they both were staring at the table, heads bowed in regret and finally understanding, never have i thought i'd live to see the day where my dad would come to his senses and listen to what i say.

"And to answer your question dad. Why didn't i come back? Well, what would you think of me, being alive and living with a dragon, a Night Fury to be exact. How could i come back? Besides, I never did have a good life here" I look to the fireplace and added, "You do realise you're condemning the chickens to Helheim, right?"

"Ah good," my father said standing up "That means it's ready"

"I think it was ready two hours ago" I mutter to myself.

A hour passed and we were all seated around the table with a plate of very burnt chicken and boiled vegetables, Toothless laid down on the floor next to me, his triangular head resting on his paws i knew Gobber and my dad were still weary of him, but as long as he didn't do anything rash everything would be OK. I picked at my food with a metal fork, keeping myself in my own mind; with Toothless not being able to fly for one and a half months we can't get back to the island, hopefully things there will be alright. I was so cooped up in my own mind that i didn't realise my father asked me a question until Gobber nudged my shoulder.

"Sorry" i said "What did you say?"

"I said: Where have you been all these years?" my dad replied

"I've been living on an island Northeast of here, as well as other places"

Stoick just nodded, processing the information. I continued to pick at my food not daring to take a bite of it, even Toothless won't eat it so, to satisfy him a bit I gave him the rest of the fish that Trader Johann gave us yesterday, he was a little upset that I didn't have any but reassured him that I'll ask some dragons to go fishing for us and, see if they can find another Salmon like that. Toothless was dozing off, regaining his strength so he could heal better, unlike me who should be in bed taking it easy instead of having an uncomfortable conversation with my father. We could never talk to each other without the feeling to kill the other or an awkward silence.

"You're not hungry?" Gobber asks

"No, not really" i reply. Actually i was starving, but i don't want to risked having my stomach upset for the next week. Gobber gave a small amused chuckle "Haven't changed that much, have you? Still the skinny and sarcastic apprentice from five years ago. But, you have developed some new skills, like last night, bested Stoick in a fight, i didn't think that it was possible. Where did you learn to fight like that?"

I hesitate at answering. I didn't want to tell them, what would they think? I'll never know till i find out, so i reply carefully and slowly. "I was...taught by..." I take a deep breath "...The dragons" Both Vikings stared at me in shock.

"Taught by dragons?" my father asked.

I nod. "They taught me a lot of things. Like hunting, fighting, being stealthy, as well as other things," They were still shocked at the information i told them, so i decided to give them so time to process it. "Hey, do you know where my dragon scale cloak is?"

"Yeah, on the chair over there" Gobber answered. I nodded my head in appreciation, got up from my chair and grabbed my cloak, sliding it over my shoulders and buckling the silver Night Fury clasp and also grab my staff that was leaning against the wall next to the chair and head for the back door.

"Where are you going?" my father asks

"Just for a walk. I need some air" and with that I left for the forest.

Being back in the old forest brought back most of my childhood, since I spent all my spare time in it. I remember when I found a hollow tree and used it as a place to keep something secret, but that ended when the others found out about it and destroyed it. After i left Berk, i left the past behind me, rarely thinking about the people and never considered of coming back to stay or let anyone know i was alive, i was a different person, i wasn't 'Hiccup the Useless' anymore but 'Hiccup the Dragon Rider' and 'Little Sparrow, whisperer of the dragons', those are the names i am going to live up to. But now I'm not so sure if I want to leave again.

I wander the forest not caring of where i'm going, I've walked these woods since I was four years old and know it like the back of my hand, dump me in any part of the forest I'll know the way back. I missed the crisp and moist air, it was always comforting and relaxing, it allowed me to clear my head when I was troubled. Continuing down the shallow and nearly invisible dirt path I notice a lot of the trees have been chopped down, even the one where I used lean against and draw or sometimes fell asleep if I stayed there too late. A low and sad coo made me stop, and turning around to find that Toothless had followed me clearly worried.

"_You alright_?" he asked

"Yeah. Just a little uneasy being back" i answer

"_I don't blame you_" Toothless states "_It's not everyday you return to the tribe that you left behind to keep a dragon safe. But you and i both knew that this day would come_"

"True. Though i didn't think it would happen now"

"_Neither of us did. But now it's happening, and you have to make a choice. If Berk allows you to stay, then you have to choose to be with your kind or continue the life you've been living the past five years. It's your choice, no one can tell you otherwise"_

"Why can't I choose both?"

"_You can if you want. However it will be very difficult to live two lives at once" _

Toothless was right. I have to choose between my life on Berk or my life with the dragons. With Toothless having a broken wing it gave me a chance to think things over, but I don't want to choose something over the other, I don't want to leave Berk again and I don't want to abandon the dragons. How can I do both things at once? The snapping of a stick brought me back to reality, Toothless growled and got into a defensive stance as did I, holding my staff out in front of me ready to defend and attack.

"Who's there?!" I yell "Show yourself!"

My patience was growing thin after a few moments, but was pushed away when whispering and footsteps came to my ears. All of a sudden an axe came flying from the left of me aimed at my head, i managed to dodge it by jumping upwards and landing on the handle of the axe just as it hit the tree next to me in a crouch position. I recognised the axe as Astrid's, and who else has such accuracy and power?

"Nice try Astrid" I call "better luck next time"

A frustrated scowl emitted from the woods and was soon carried on by fast approaching footsteps, judging by the sound of it there were five people. And I can guess who all of them are. Toothless growled louder as the rustling of leaves grew closer. Seconds passed and as i guessed, five figures emerged from the bushes brandishing weapons and murderous glares platered on their faces. Except for one. The one didn't wear any hatred, but wore astonishment and a little fear was Fishlegs. All of them had changed over the years, they had grown taller and upgraded their Viking attire.

Fishlegs, had wore his considerably large brown fur tunic; the fur was combed down instead of sticking up like it did five years ago, the think brown leather belt held three small rectangular compartment bags and a dagger sheath, his arm braces were covered in brown fur and tied with a length of leather, the small helmet placed on his head had its horns replaced by metal dragon wings, he had grown some facial hair and one of his sideburns had a braid in it. Judging by the glint in his eyes, he was trying to hide happiness and joy.

"Hiccup?" he asked in hushed tones. I answered with a smile.

Taking a look at the twins Ruffnut and Tuffnut, they too had renewed their look. Tuffnut had resorted to a somewhat deadly and dangerous appearance, the boots he wore were covered in sharp metal spikes, his pale blue tunic replaced by a dark blue one, and the also blue trousers switched to red, a dark brown fur vest that was stained dark blue in some areas, resting on his right shoulder was a sharp horned shoulder guard, his hair was now in dreadlocks, he kept his helmet the same and still wore the dragon tooth necklace.

Ruffnut stood beside her brother with a considering but disgusted stare, a spear in her hands. Her look was a bit _girly_, as the clothes she wore were yellow and purple. The wrappings on her arms were purple along with a long waistcoat-like garment and boots, the tunic, her fur vest and leggings were yellow and she also still had her dragon tooth necklace. Ruffnut then approached me until she was standing right in front of me and ignoring my personal space. The distance between us was about four inches, and i could tell she was examing me as her eyes kept moving to inspect different areas of my face.

"Whoa. Hiccup, you got hot. Hotter than Snotlout" she announced.

"That's a lot of crap!" Snotlout exclaimed "No one can get more beautiful than me"

I watched (with mentally bleeding eyes) as my older cousin emphasized his words by kissing his arm muscles, i looked away and clamped my mouth shut as my stomach did a few flips. I presumed Snotlout was named heir after my 'death' as he did have Haddock blood, his father Spitelout was Haddock by birth but changed his last name when he married Snotlout's mother. Snotlout had taken the image that resembled my father a bit, he wore a bluish green armoured vest with a black bear fur shoal with the Jorgenson's clan symbol on the buckle, his trousers were striped like my dads, brown leather braces tied tight by the wire like laces wrapped around his forearms, his belt with his family symbol on it hadn't changed as well as his helmet, and he too had grown facial hair.

"Sorry Snotlout," said Ruffnut "but Hiccup is definitely hotter than you" I blush at this, and couldn't believe she said that.

"Hey Fishbone," Astrid called "You going to let me get my axe?"

It was then I realised I was still crouching down on Astrid's axe from when she threw it at me. With an annoyed sigh I jumped down and grabbed the handle and pulled the blade out from the tree and gave it back to Astrid who snatched it from my hands. Out of all the five she had changed the most, she switched her blue shirt to a bright red one, she had kept her metal shoulder guards but had connected a fur hood to them that slithered around the back of her neck, the spiked skirt she wore five years ago was no longer slitted but joined together by fur, Astrid's boots went up to the bottom of her knees and were covered with beige coloured fur down to the ankles, she had exchanged the wrappings on her arms to a thick glove-like fur and her leggings now a brilliant dark blue with protective knee pads. When I turned around, everyone was looking at me in disbelief, their eyes were either going to pop out or their jaws were to the ground or both. What confused me was that Astrid stared at me in hatred.

"What?" I asked to everyone

"You just pulled out Astrid's axe" answered Tuffnut

"So? What's the big deal?"

"Two reasons," an annoyed Snotlout said "One: Last time we saw you, you couldn't lift any weapon except a dagger"

"And two," continued Ruffnut "Astrid has the most powerful throw any Viking has ever seen. Only Stoick and herself could get it out of the target with some _difficulty_. But you just pulled her axe out as if it was the easiest thing to do in the world. Not to mention, you also dodged one of her attacks"

"But more importantly!" shouted Snotlout "since Hiccup is back now, Stoick is most likely going to name him heir again!"

"_Now that does make sense_" stated Toothless. I roll my eyes at him.

"Snotlout, you don't have to worry. I'm not back. I'll be leaving as soon as my dragons wing is healed. I have no intension to stay and become the heir of Berk"

"Never the less, I'm going to make sure that I keep my status"

"Be my guest" I offer. A sharp blade of a weapon roughly poked at my shoulder. It was Astrid. She was pointing the blade of the axe towards me with a menacing glare.

"You don't belong here" she finalised

"No arguments here" I said as me and Toothless started to walk off, heading deeper into the forest.

"Hey!" Astrid shouted "We're not finished! Get back here!"

"Catch me if you can!" I shout back, I switch to Dragonese "Go hide in the cove, Toothless. I'll met you there"

"_Ok. Be careful_"

I nodded in response and watched as he quickly made his way to the cove, I took off in the opposite direction breaking into a sprint. Not too long after, I heard running from behind me and picked up my pace a little. As I suspected the others had followed me and were charging like a wild stampede of yaks. It was like running from the Whispering Death again, except this time I knew what I was doing. They didn't know these woods like I do, I know all the secrets. With the others in chase, I guided them through the thick trees. Astrid was yelling insults at me, she probably learnt them from the twins. I jumped onto a low tree branch, leaping to others and occasionally swinging on vines.

After about ten minutes of running, I started to grow tired. Since I haven't had anything to eat or drink in the past twelve hours I was losing energy, and fast. Turning in the direction of Thor's beach, I slowed my sprint hoping to store some energy for later. I was going to need it as the 'Unclimbable Wall' was about a hundred metres away.

The 'Unclimbable Wall' was twenty feet tall, and nearly as hard as a diamond. Many Vikings have tired to climb it but it was impossible, the surface was too smooth and vertical to climb and had narrow creases for hand holds. People tried to use tools and weapons, but the rock it was made of was so dense and tough that they could only lodge their equipment in about a centimetre, if you were strong enough, and when you tried to pull yourself up your tool or weapon would slip out. The highest anyone has gone is about one metre.

the distance between me and the wall was closing and fast. I rumage through the pockets concealed wthin my cloak, and pulled out a set of gloves, they were made of black leather that buckled at the wrists, dragon claws that i made out of silver covered my fingers. I mostly use these for Monstrous Nightmares and to climb cliffs and walls, these gloves have saved my life more than ten times, and now it's going to be eleven. I only have one shot at this, if i screw it up i'm in a whole heap of trouble. The wall was now ten metres away and i could hear Snotlout's enthusiastic cheering grow louder.

"Yeah! We got him now!"

Five metres away. Four. Three. Two. One.

I put all my strength into my knees, crouch down and leap, my arms reaching out for the wall, as if i was embracing it. Once the claws of my gloves touched the surface of the rockface, i transferred half of the strength from my knees to my arms, using it to pull myself up. I couldn't stop. Keeping my eyes and focus locked onto the top of the wall, i gained speed and let my actions carry me all the way. My arms pulled and legs pushed, i was like a cat climbing up a wooden post. I felt like i was flying with Toothless, letting my heart guide my movements, and trusting my it by knowing 'i can do this'.

Shortly, i found myself at the top of the wall, lying on my back panting for breath. I smile starts to crawl its way on my mouth as well as a laugh forms from my throat. I did it. I climbed the 'Unclimbable wall'. Sitting up, i look over the edge of the cliff and see the young Vikings staring up at me in disbelief and shocked, utterly flabbergasted and gobsmacked. Astrid's expression suddenly changed to annoyance and loathsome.

"Hiccup!" she roared "Get back down here"

"Now why should i do that?" i asked teasingly

"Because, we all challenge you to a fight." Snotlout replied "Bring your weapon of choice, no armour. If you lose, you give up your title of heir and leave berk forever"

"And, if i win?"

Astrid spoke before Snotlout "That's for you to decide"

I thought for moment. There was no getting out of this, the person who's challenged can't decline, especially if it was for the role as heir. Might as well get this over with.

"Alright." i answer "When and Where?"


	8. Chapter 7: Fight for the Title

**Fight for the Title**

_Hiccup's POV_

We were standing in the middle of the arena with the whole of Berk, witnessing. Word of Snotlout challenging the 'lost heir' spread like wild fire throughout the village, everyone had rushed to the kill ring to watch. Dad wasn't too happy, but there wasn't much he could do, I had accepted the challenge and this was between me and the others. Toothless wasn't happy either, he said: '_By accepting the challenge, you've already made the choice of which life you are going to have. The only way to still have a choice now is to win the fight and talk to your father about this' _I planned to talk to him after the match about the title 'Heir of Berk' it might be a little of a disappointment for him but I'm sure he's used that by now, plus I need time to make my choice.

It was noon and everyone was in an uproar. I stood in the middle of the arena, wearing my dark blue tunic, black pants and boots, with my staff in hand. Toothless was behind the gate watching with worried eyes; I left my dragon scale cloak and riding vest with him seeing as Snotlout said no armour. Glancing up, I saw my father sitting in his chair overlooking the kill ring with Gobber by his side, they too bore worried faces, even though they both know I can best my dad as if it was a walk on the beach, they still care for my safety. I had Toothless lick my wound before I came to the arena, seeing as Night Fury saliva has incredible healing powers, it shouldn't hurt that much in the fight. The others were at the far wall opposite of the gate, occasionally casting glares at me (except Fishlegs). I took the time to study each of them, Snotlout was arrogant, selfish and shoots first asks questions later, a distraction of some sorts would diminish his concentration. If he ever had any. The twins are uncoordinated and always fight against each other, the head butt they do, can be a tactical advantage for me, Astrid will be difficult, she won't fall for tricks that easily, but if she hates me that much, she'll try everything in book to beat me, she'll be in a rage. Fishlegs, i won't even bother, he doesn't want to be here, porobably was forced to come to fight. I won't fight him unless it is absolutely necessary.

My father stood with his hands held out, effectively silencing the crowd. "The challenge for the title of Berk, will now commence" I stayed in the middle of the arena as the others slowly formed a large circle around me. "Begin!"

As soon as my dad said that they all charged at me. With split-second thinking i leaped off the ground just as they were about to reach me, and glided over them with a mid-air backflip and landed in a crouch. Standing up i watched as they collided together, creating a large dust cloud that engulfed the whole arena. The audience was quiet and i could hear Toothless laughing by the gate. The dust cloud then settled and reavealed something that almost made me burst into laughter, the teens were beating each other up, Fishlegs was at the bottom of the pile pulling weakly at Snotlout's left foot, Astrid had Tuffnut in a headlock while he pulled on his sister's hair, Ruffnut was biting on Fishlegs right leg, and Snotlout had a hold on Astrid's waist. When they realised they weren't fighting me, i could barely contain my laughter.

Astrid was the first one to recover by shoving Snotlout off her waist with a hatful scowl and picking up her weapon and bolted towards me. She swung her axe and I ducked under it, leaving my right leg out and putting my left leg in, I turn anticlockwise tripping her. Snotlout came next, with a mace in his hand, he brought it down but just missed my head, I rolled away, got up and ran to one of the walls of the ring with Snotlout in pursuit.

"Yeah! You better run!" he gloated

"Who said anything about running?" I had reached the wall and placed my right foot onto the wall, carrying on with my left stuck in the momentum I ran up the wall, back flipping over Snotlout who was too distracted with my stunt to even notice the wall. When I landed on the ground I heard my cousin collide into the wall with a loud thump. I smiled at the sound. The twins were next. They were on either side of me hunched down and sliding they feet against the ground like a wild yak. I knew what this meant, a head butt. Perfect. At the same time they ran at full speed and power with their heads down like a raging bull. I took a step back just before they rammed into me, so they banged head first into each other instead of me, they then fell unconscious from the shock of the impact and collapsed onto the ground. I turned ninety degrees to my right and saw that Fishlegs was clinging onto his too small hammer and making quiet whimpers. I won't fight him for two reasons, one: he looks like his about to wet himself and two: it would be cowardly to attack someone who means you no harm. So, I just simply said:

"Boo"

And with that he made a little scream, making him sound like a girl, and fainted, falling onto the ground with a loud thud. There was a sound of rushing footsteps from behind, they were light and heavy at the same time, strong yet soft, I knew who it was and changed the spearhead on my staff to the axe head and instantly turned around to block the incoming blow from Astrid's axe. The impact of the weapons made a clang and since my staff and the weapons it contains is made of Gronkle Iron, it shattered one of the blades on Astrid's axe. I pushed back causing her to stumble backwards a few steps. Astrid was gripping her axe handle so tightly that she could snap it in half, her face was red with rage and you could literally see steam coming from her nose and ears. With a Viking war cry lunged at me, leaping into the air axe held up high, I jumped to the height of her stomach and used a nerve attack by making a fist with my left hand and pressing hard into her stomach, jabbing her thighs with two fingers and rolled my knuckles into her lower spine, preventing any movement from her lower body.

Instantly she fell to the ground in mid-air onto her back, her axe skidding away. Astrid managed to roll on her stomach and tried to stand up but couldn't move her legs. I turned my attention to Snotlout and left Astrid cursing her heart out, this fight was between me and him. The twins and Fishlegs -who surprisingly recovered consciousness quicker than I expected- were trying to drag Astrid to a safe side of the kill ring. Snotlout had his mace in his right hand and had an overconfident smirk on his face with a hint of anger. The cheering from the crowd had long since stopped so everyone was watching with great interest, the only sounds you could hear were the ocean waves, the dragon roars from the cages in the arena and Astrid's cursing.

We circled around each other, I changed the axe to the spear head on the staff and held it to defend, we had stopped circling and stood facing one another and ran at the same time, Snotlout pulled his mace back ready to strike and as he swung I got down onto my back and skidded through his legs holding my staff over my head causing him to fall over face first into the floor. I got up and turned to block a blow from Snotlout, he pushed down hard and i pushed back, our weapons were locked together and eventually i had had enough and hooked my left foot behind his right leg and pulled, successfully tripping him over on his back. He rolled over to get up but I pushed him down by placing and sinking my right foot down on his spine while grabbing his left arm arm shoving it up his back and pinning his right arm to the floor, keeping him in a locked position. He yelled in pain.

"Argh!"

"Do you yield?" I asked shoving his arm up further.

"Yes! Yes! I yield!" I heard the crowd gasp in surprise, most were whispering about what just happened while the others just stared in bewilderment. Dad was the first to break the silence. "Hiccup wins the challenge!"

The crowd stayed silent and just stared at me with mouths wide open of shock, the only cheering that was heard was from Gobber who was clapping his hand against his hook while jumping up and down and cheering: "WOOOO! YEAH! wooooo" Eventually he quietened down when everyone turned to him, looking at Gobber like 'Seriously?'. I got my foot off Snotlout's back and let go of his arm. I extended my hand out to help him up but he slapped it away and got up himself and walked over to the others, Astrid was propped up against the wall still trying to stand.

"HICCUP!" she screeched "What in the name Hel did you do to me?!"

"Just a standard paralysis," I answered casually "It'll wear off in about ten minutes"

"No. You fix me up right now"

I sigh "Fine" I walk over to them, weary of the stares. "Ruffnut, Tuffnut? I need you to hold Astrid up in a standing position and keep her back straight" Reluctantly they obeyed my command, lifting Astrid from under her arms and keeping her steady on numb legs. I walk behind her, put my left into a fist and pressed my knuckles into the lower part of her spine. She arched her back upwards, it was a bit painful and she will wake up in the morning with a sore back but it works. I stepped back as Astrid stood -shoving Ruffnut and Tuffnut away- swaying a bit on unsteady legs, once she regained her balance she turned and glared at me with severe hatred. What did she have against me? I never did anything to her. I push away the thought for now and go over to the gate where Toothless was waiting, his front ivory black paws were leaning on the gate and was giving a cocky grin.

"What are you smirking at?" I ask

"_Oh, just the thought of Astrid chopping you to pieces," _His grin got even wider as he continued "_especially on your wedding day"_

_"_Where in Odin's name, did that come from?!"

_"You'll find out," _he replied cheekily _"in the meantime can i come in?_"

"Only of you behave"

"_Just open the gate_" Not wanting a plasma blast to the face I pulled the lever to open the gate and Toothless sauntered in with pride and as soon as he entered, hushed toned voices rose from the crowd, whispering things like-

"Is that a Night Fury?"

"Why isn't it attacking?"

"The boy's going to get himself killed"

Looking around, the whole of Berk was on edge, people with their weapons were anxiously fingering the handles of them and the people who didn't have weapons stood very still, afraid if they make a move then the dragon will attack but were still weary of it charging at them without reason. Keeping a hand on Toothless' saddle I slowly and carefully guide him into the centre of the arena; the others were standing to the side eyeing Toothless, and Father and Gobber, their faces practically said 'What in Odin's name is he doing?'. It was time to tell Berk about what happened five years ago, I'll admit I'm nervous but it has to be done, if not now then never. Just hope I don't screw it up, here goes nothing.

"Everyone!" I announce "I know you are wondering why I have brought a dragon- a Night Fury to be precise and how I managed to 'capture' it," everyone nodded their heads at that. "I know you all remember that particular dragon raid, where i claimed to have shot down the Night Fury. I was speaking the truth," loud and guilty gasps came from the crowd "This dragon that stands next to me is that same Night Fury. As you can see, i stand next to it unafraid; we have no reason to fear them and they have no reason to fear us."

"Lies!" Uncle Spitelout shouted "They've killed hundreds of us! They do that, because it is in their nature to kill!"

"And we've slaughtered thousands of them," i retort "They are no different than us, they fight to defend themselves, they raid us in order to survive! I know this because for the last five years I have been living with them, learning their ways, discovering their secrets and I have gained more knowledge than Bork ever did. They're not what we think they are. We don't have to kill them" The crowd was silent, no one dared to speak. Almost everyone.

"Hiccup," i turn to see Astrid "If what you say is true, then I want you to train me a dragon"

That caught me off guard. Astrid Hofferson wanting a dragon, this is really unexpected. I stare into her eyes for a bit and found what I was looking for. Selfishness and pride. She doesn't care about the dragon at all. I have to make her understand, it might take a while seeing as Viking's had serious stubborness issues, and Astrid would be one of the harder ones to get to accept dragons.

"Astrid," i reply "I can't just train you a dragon, if i do that then the dragon will be loyal and bonded to me not you."

"Well you're the 'dragon expert', make it loyal to me"

"I can't make a dragon loyal to you Astrid, _you_ have to gain its trust, friendship, loyalty not me"

"I don't care! I just want a dragon that I can use to stop the raids"

And just like that, I blew my top. "YOU DON'T UNDERSTAND!" my yell echoed throughout the arena.

"WHAT DON'T I UNDERSTAND?!" Astrid yelled back.

"That I would just give a dragon to someone who'll use it against other dragons!"

"If it means protecting the village, then yes,"I stood my ground as she snatched a new axe that was hung on the wall along with other different weapons, turned and stromed up to me in a rage "You may not know this fishbone, but after you left the raids got worse. When i killed my first dragon, i swore to do anything that would help me to protect berk. I am Fearless Astrid Hofferson and i always get what i want, and no Runt who left for a dragon five years ago is going to refuse my wishes. Not now, not ever" With that she swung the axe at me, i ducked and grabbed her wrist flinging the axe out of her hand. Astrid scowled in annoyance and was about touse her other hand to hit me but before she could, i twisted her arm painfully up her back holding it in place.

"Let me make this clear, Astrid. I ran away with my dragon to protect him. After i left, i made it my goal to understand and help dragons, not to give them away to someone who only wants on for their own being and not knowing their true nature. So, don't go telling me what to do Astrid; i may have been willing to do anything for you but that was five years ago. And the Hiccup you knew is gone" i let go of her arm and walk over to Toothless. "Come on bud, lets go to the cove"

"_Hiccup! Watch Out! _" Toothless roared

A whooshing sound came behind me and i quickly step to the side with my right hand out as i spun to my left, catching the handle of the axe it flew through the air. I spin in a full circle, allowing myself to be pulled with the movement of the axe and once i did a 360 degree circle, i let go of the axe, flinging it sideways and towards Astrid. The axe caught Astrid by her neck and pushed her against the wall, while the blade embedded itself into stone. I stood there for a few seconds, watching as Astrid desperately tried to remove the axe from the wall but wasn't having any luck.

Turning around i see my father and Gobber standing by the gate with shocked expressions; well did just beat Astrid, their undefeated and strongest warrior. I was about to leave when Astrid started screaming her head off. "HICCUP! YOU SON OF A HALF-TROLL, RAT-EATING, MUNGE BUCKET. GET ME OUT OF HERE!"

"Now, why whould i do that?" i teased

"Because i'll kill you!" Astrid shouted

"Yeah, thats going to be a bit hard to do while you're trapped between an axe and a wall"

"Just get me out of here!"

"What's the magic word?"

"Hiccup" my father said sternly

I sigh "Fine. But promise me Astrid, that you won't attack me when i free you"

Astrid huffed, but complied "Yes, i promise i won't attack you"

I smile. Walking over i grab the handle of the weapon and pull as hard as i can; it was lodged quite deep in the wall, deeper than i expected but then again with Astrid's strength and mine combined i'm not too surprised. Finally, after some time of pulling and twisting the axe a bit it came out, and i think i pulled a muscle while doing so. Astrid crumbled to her knees, her hands grasping her neck and panting breaths, she sent me a glare of annoyance, hatred and..._gratitude? _I shook the thought away and head over to my father, i need to tell him i don't want to named heir yet, that i need time to come to a decision. I just know he's not going to like it.

"Dad?" i ask, catching his attention "Can you not announce me as heir yet?"

My father was confused "What do you mean by that?"

"I need time to make a choice."

"What choice?" my father asked, still confused.

"Dad, for the first fourteen years of my life i was ridiculed, pushed away and ignored. I was treated like i was nothing. But for the past five years i have felt loved and needed. By dragons! If i become heir again, then it's just not fair. I have made a good and wonderful life out there living with them, and they make me feel like i _belong_ with them. So, if you and everyone else wants me to stay, you'll have seven months to convince me to become heir again, if not i'll go back to living with the dragons."

My father bowed his head in understanding, when he lifted his head up he was sad. "Alright, i'll talk with the villagers and the Elders about this and see what they think"

I only smile.

_Stoick's POV_

_10 hours later_

I walked down the steps of the Great Hall after having a meeting with the elders, they said it alright for hiccup to do this but limited the time to five months. Earlier i had gathered the village to see if they wanted Hiccup as heir again, about seventy five percent said yes due to the fact he beat Astrid and myself, then it changed to ninety when i asked the people who said 'no' if they wanted Snotlout as future Chief, and that left Spitelout, Mildew and a twenty others who don't want Hiccup to stay. I had told Snotlout and the others to go home and rest as they were still recovering from the fight.

It was getting later by the minute and was growing more tired by the second and wanted to get home as quickly as I could, thank Odin my house was at the bottom of the staircase. After my son told me about choosing between us or the dragons he went to a place called 'The Cove' in the forest and haven't seen him since, so it came as a surprise when I walked through the front door to find Hiccup sitting at the dinner table with his head resting on folded arms fast asleep, along with the Night Fury also asleep by the fireplace. Without thinking I walk up to my son and lift him out of the chair and hold him bridal style while walking up the stairs to his room, this action resulted a few moans from Hiccup which woke up the dragon who followed me up the stairs and into the bedroom where it laid down beside the bed. I set Hiccup down on his bed pulling the blankets up to his chin and noticed that he was shivering; it was the middle of Winter and tomorrow was Snoggletog so I wouldn't be too surprised. I look around for anything that could keep him warm and the swaying of my fur cape got my attention. Smiling, I clipped off the cape from my shoulder guards and drape it over Hiccup who snuggled into the warmth. I whisper a goodnight to him, head back to the door, and just as I was about to close it I heard-

"Goodnight Dad"


	9. Chapter 8: Not so Fearless

**Not So Fearless**

_Hiccup's POV_

I woke up to feel the morning sun on my face and chillness of the wind flowing through the window. Today is Snoggletog, the winter holiday that allowed people to lift up their spirits during the harsh season. Frost had crawled its way through the timbers of the roof last night and snow was falling lightly like sifted flour. Metals clinks were coming downstairs from the kitchen, dad must still be home, which was rather odd he was usually performing his Chiefly duties early in the morning and coming back late at night, then i realise his Chieftain bear skin cape was acting as a blanket while I slept. I didn't remember last night that well, all I remembered was after the fight I left for the cove with Toothless then once it started getting dark, went back to the house and waited for my father to come home, but I must've fallen asleep. I don't recall much else except a faint memory of me saying 'goodnight'.

I bury myself into the blanket and the fur cape and try to go back to sleep, but was interrupted by a huff that exhaled warm air onto the back of my head, shifting my overgrown and mangy hair. I sent Toothless an annoyed glare and pulled the covers over my head to ignore him, but he wouldn't have any of that, so he started to push me with his head. Eventually, I gave up.

"Alright, alright, I'm up" I pull the blanket and cape off and swing my legs over the side of the bed while running a hand through my thick messy bed hair. I look to Toothless.

"Any particular reason, as to why you wanted me out of bed?" I ask

"_Three reasons actually,_" he states "_One, I want to go to the cove and play in the snow. Two, everyone else in the village is up. And three, you love Snoggletog and you never sleep late on it._"

I let out a sigh "Yeah I know, but being back here on Berk to celebrate it with my dad and the village, it just feels a bit awkward. Plus, why can't you go to the cove yourself?"

"_It's no fun without you or another dragon to play with_"

"Ok" I stand up and stretch my back along with a yawn. "Go ahead to the cove while I get ready, and I'll meet you there" Toothless nodded his head, climbed out the window and headed into the forest.

Heavy footsteps and creaking wood caught my attention. I turn around to face the door just as it opened and my father came in, squeezing his way through the door even after five years he didn't get it upgraded to a wider door frame.

"Good, you're awake. Breakfast is downstairs." he states

"Alright" is all I reply.

I walk past him and notice a mischievous grin on his face. "What's with the suspicious smirk?"

"What?" he replied "Can't a father be happy to spend Snoggletog with his son for the first time in five years?"

"Are you trying to make me guilty? Cause, it's working"

"No," he said while clipping the fur cape back onto his shoulder guards "I wouldn't dream of it" he gestured me to go downstairs with a slight wave of his hand.

We walked down to the main hall of the house where the dinner table had been set with cutlery and two plates of steaming yet slightly burnt eggs. My dad wasn't the best cook but i didn't care right at the moment, i haven't eaten anything for two days and my stomach can't stay empty forever. Taking a seat at the table i wait for my father as he headed towards the kitchen area, picking up a pitcher of water and two cups, he places them on the table pouring the liquid into the cups before taking sitting down himself. I pick up the fork and start eating the eggs, they weren't good but they weren't bad either. We ate in silence not daring to say a word and let the awkwardness carry on until he decided to break the ice.

"Hiccup, i talked with the elders and they have approved for your request for Snotlout, to remain the heir until you make your choice, however, they have shortened your time to five months" It pained me a bit, as two months were taken away but still, five months will be enough. My dad continued "And have aslo said that if you don't have an answer by the end of the time limit, you will have to become heir as you did beat Snotlout" That's true, and i guess the elders word is law. After a few minutes when we finished, and told dad that i was going to the cove to see Toothless, i put on my scale cloak, grab my spear and head into the forest to get to the cove.

I arrived at the cove sometime later and found Toothless jumping up and down on the frozen lake trying to catch the swimming fish underneath the ice, it was funny to watch and i tried to surpress my laughter as best as i could. Carefully, i made my way down into the cove, trying not to slip on some ice that had crawled over the rocks last night. Toothless must've haerd me coming as lifted his head and turned towards me then bounded over.

"_What took you so long?_"

"Sorry, had to eat breakfast with dad, and find out what the elders said" I reply

"_Understandable_" Toothless walked over and sat at the edge of the lake _"So, what did the elders say?_" he asked

"They said I have five months to make the choice, otherwise I'll have to be the heir since I beat Snotlout" i explained as i sat down beside him.

"_Seems about right_"

We talked for a bit longer until Toothless came up with the idea to dump snow on me, so began the snowball fight. That went on for at least an hour before we heard something coming from the woods, it sounded like grunting, metal against wood and cursing, curious, i told toothless to stay in the cove until i came back. Climbing out of the cove and into the forest, i follow the loud sounds of grunts; walking as quietly as possible, and holding my staff in a defence position. Judging by the voice it was unmistakably Astrid Hofferson and it is no surprise that she's out here. I scaled a tree and crouched on a branch, giving me a view on Astrid who was in a spacous area that was still canopyed by trees, she was throwing an axe with great strength and ferocity, her braid was a mess, clothes stained with dirt and sweat dribbled down her forehead. Panting heavily she threw the axe at the nearest tree and started to curse again.

_Astrid's POV_

I threw my axe at the nearest tree, pretending it was the head of that useless, ignorant twig, Hiccup. Why in the name of Odin did the village allow him to stay? He's a traitor! He left Berk, for no good reason! He should have been exiled or executed along with that dragon. Who knows what it could do?! My hatred started to boil past the limit and and began to punch the tree while cursing.

"That dragon-loving, rat-eating, no good, steaming heap of dragon sh-"

"WOAH!" someone yelled, cutting me off. "You know Astrid, i think you need to talk to someone about your anger management problems"

A figure was sitting on the branch of a tree. I watched as the person made his way down from the branch by hooking a spear he was carrying onto the branch and jump down. Unhooking his spear he came into the light and saw who it was.

"You." i snarl

'Yeah, me" Hiccup casually replied

I grabbed the axe from the tree and swung it at him, but he blocked it with his spear. I take my axe back and try for a blow to his legs, before I could though, he had curled his right leg around my left without me noticing and tripped me. I fell onto my backside and the axe had skidded away from me, I started to get back up again but he pointed his spear at in front of my face.

"Do you know why, you weren't able to beat me?" he asks

"You're too quick and strong" i replied with venom

"No, i just think," he taps the side of his temple. I look up at him in confusion "It's best to analyse your opponent first, see their strengths and weaknesses. Your strength is, you have learnt to use the axe since a young age and have become the best warrior in Berk, not just because your strong, but focused and independent."

"Yeah?" I scoff "What's my weakness then?"

"Your downfall is your anger. You let it control you and it blinds you. You don't see sense, you're not focused and coordinated. Trust me; i know"

I guess he's right. I let my rage take over me and it completely blinds me. Hiccup offered me his hand and i hesitantly took it, he pulled me up and grabbed the axe off the ground. He began to inspect it by hefting it up and down, swinging it in all directions and running his fiinger down the blade. "Did Gobber already fix your axe?"

"No," i state "You broke it beyond repair and my family doesn't have enough money to pay for it to be fixed. This is my mothers," I sit myself down on a collapsed tree "Even at Gobber's cheapest price for a new axe, we can't pay it" Looking downcast i think of my mother, she had died during a raid and the axe was the only thing i had left of her. It had gone blunt and rusty over the years, but it still worked to an extent. The sound of clinking metal made me look up and saw that Hiccup was detaching the axe from his spear. The blade was shinier than any metal i had ever seen, it looked to be polished to a greater shine than silver. It was confusing as to why Hiccup was doing that, but what was more confusing was that he was handing it to me.

"It's a bit a small but if you replace the handle with the one you had before then it should work"

"Why are you giving this to me?" i asked

"You said your family didn't have enough money to buy a new axe. So, i'm giving you one for free. Besides your better at the axe than me." He shoke the blade a little, coaxing me to take it; which i eventually did. He smiled and stepped back as he watched me examine the axe.

"It doesn't make sense, it's too light to hold up in battle yet it somehow managed to shatter my axe"

He chuckled "One of the many amazing finds in my travels. It is made out of Gronkle Iron. Feed the dragon its favourite kind of rocks, tickle its belly and out comes the strongest and lightest metal you've ever seen" I stare at him with small smile on my face. It's unbelievable. he would give me an axe for free, after all i did to him.

"Want to go for a walk?" he asked unexpectedly

And shockingly, i nod yes.

We had walked through the forest for a couple of hours, sometime during that Hiccup gave me some advice for the axe and to told me to hold it lower at the handle then throw it. Now we were sitting at the edge of a cliff near raven's point with the Night Fury Hiccup called 'Toothless', strange name of the most deadly dragon in existence but Hiccup showed me why. The Night Fury could retract its teeth and appear toothless; i wasn't really comfortable being close to a dragon, all my life i had believed that dragons were just mindless creatures who kill for no apparent reason, and now seeing that this Night Fury isn't attacking me and tearing me limb from limb, it just lays there asleep, calm and allowing Hiccup to rest his back on its 'shoulder' i'm beginning to question the ways of Vikings. Do we really have to kill them?

"Astrid?" Hiccup asks breaking the silence "I've been wondering. Over the last couple of days you have hated me and i don't why."

I knew this question would come, and he didn't know reason, he wasn't there. I guess, it's time to tell him. "Well, a year after you left, me and the others turned sixteen, we were called to Gothi's hut to cast the runes and see our futures. It came as a shock to Ruffnut and Fishlegs that they would end up together," i heard Hiccup try to surpress a laugh "We all wonder how that will happen. Snotlout and Tuffnut's futures weren't very clear so we have no idea. When it came to me, the runes were very specific. They said i would marry the first man to beat me in a fight. Ever since that day, Snotlout's been trying to beat me. He never did. But, that day in the forest when i chucked my axe at you and saw how you dodged that, i started to suspect you might be the one. And i was right."

"Astrid, i know the runes are always right. They say who you'll be with, but they don't say when."

"What are you saying?" i ask

"I'm saying before this whole marriage thing, we get to know each other. We barely know anything about one another"

"Hiccup, I have been preparing myself, ever since that day to accept the man i would marry, but i wasn't prepared for this. I called myself 'Fearless' in the arena to convince myself to be prideful and confident, trying to make me believe I'm not scared. But in truth I'm terrified."

"Astrid, you're not fearless," he pointed out "No one is"

"I should be! I'm not afraid to die!"

"Just because you're not afraid to die, doesn't mean you're fearless. In the past five years I've met great warriors who people called fearless, yet when I asked them why they were fearless they said they weren't. They run into battle with fear in them, fear, that they might die knowing that they failed to protect the ones they love. They're the same as you. You love your family and you protect it." Hiccup sighed while running a hand through his thick and looked out at the now setting sun. "Fear is an emotion we all have Astrid. It's a part of us. If we don't have fear we don't have love. Fear can seem as a bad thing sometimes, but it actually proves something good."

"Yeah?" I challenge "What does it prove?"

He turned and looked at me, his big forest green eyes reflecting the light of the sun "It proves you're human"

A spark of realisation hit me; he was right. No one is fearless, not even my uncle Finn.

"We should head back. It's getting late"

He stood up and nudged the dragon with his foot, the Night Fury replied with an annoyed grumble but lazily got to its feet and walked back into the forest with Hiccup following. It was unusual to see a person with a dragon, but if Hiccup stated around for a bit longer I could get used to it. We walked through the forest and back to the village, chatting along the way; he told me about some of his travels to other islands and countries as well as different cultures and exotic languages like Latin, English and Dragonese. After a while I became curious as to why he trained a dragon and left unexpectedly so I asked, and he answered with slight hesitation.

"Astrid, all my life I wanted to prove I could kill a dragon and be a Viking. And that changed when I shot Toothless down. I found him wrapped in that bola in the middle of the forest, completely defenceless. I was about to kill him until..."

"Until what?" I asked curiously

"Until, I looked in his eyes," I frown confused "When I looked in his eyes, I then realised I wasn't going to kill a monster, a monster was going to kill him. And I couldn't and I wouldn't kill him because...he looked as frightened as I was. I looked at him, and I saw myself. As time went by Toothless and I became friends and I was able to build a new tail for him."

"New tail?"

"Yeah," he replied "When I shot him down he crashed into the woods and his left tail fin ripped off. So, I built him a new tail and helped him fly again."

I nodded in understanding and we continued to walk. By the time we reached the village it was night a it was deserted, there were distant voices from the Great Hall of laughter and the sounds of music were carried through the wind.

"Hey," I caught Hiccup's attention " I'll meet you at the Great Hall"

"Ok" he agreed. I turned in the direction of my house. I needed to get something for Hiccup, and had to make some Yaknog

_Hiccup's POV_

I stopped by my house to drop of my spear and asked Toothless if he wanted to come or not and he said he'd like to, but if anyone tried to attack him or me he'd blow the Great Hall up. I rummaged through my satchel searching for some items I could give to others. After a few minutes I found the things I was looking for, I emptied out my bag and put the items in there along with a small pouch of red berries. We made our way to the Hall, speaking to each other about the maintenance of our island.

"_What about the Terrors?_" asked Toothless "_Who'll organise them?"_

"Sharney can," I answered "She's capable of giving orders to them"

"_And the Tidal dragons? There's not that many fish in the ocean anymore. The Queen is picking the sea clean; pretty soon there'll be none left."_

"We'll have to ration the food for now and send some scouts to find schools of fish in further oceans. And every load of fish the Scauldrons and Thunderdrums bring in, have a third of it preserved in ice for the next winter, that should keep our heads above water for now."

"_For now. How are you going to tell them?"_

"I'm going to have to train another dragon to pass on the message, and we're stuck on the ground for four weeks because of your broken wing"

"_I know_," he states "_Its depressing_"

We walked up the stairs and into the Great hall, a few people stopped what they were doing but we ignored them and made our way to an empty table. I grabbed myself a chicken leg and three raw fishes for Toothless. Aswe ate our food Fishlegs came over and sat down at our table.

"Hey Fishlegs," i greeted "Happy Snoggletog"

"Happy Snoggletog, Hiccup," he said "Sorry about what happened yesterday. Snotlout and the others forced me to come along and fight, eventhough i didn't want to-"

"Fishlegs," i said, cutting him off "It's alright. You have nothing to apologise for. Besides i could tell you didn't want to be there."

"Oh, well thanks. Listen, i was wondering if we could be friends again. I know i said didn't want to be friends when we were kids, but that was becuase i wanted to hang out with the others, you know to fit in more. I didn't know it would cause you so much pain."

I placed a hand on his "It's in the past. We can be friends again," He breathed a sigh of relief "Oh, i have something for you" I searched through my satchel and fished out two books and put them on the table. "Some things i picked up on my travels" The first book was the size of the Dragon manual, it was a book of every species of dragons I'd encountered, and studied. The second book was one of Botany that I picked up from a far away island, home to an unknown tribe called The Melters who specialised in Blacksmithing.

"Wow. Hiccup, I don't know what to say"

"Well I do. Happy Snoggletog, Fishlegs" Without warning he ran to my side of the table and pulled me into a bone-crushing hug.

When Fishlegs released me from the hug the doors of the Great Hall opened and Astrid came in balancing a shield on her left arm which held a jug and two cups. What caught my eye was what the jug was filled with, something that resembled curdled cream dripped over the edge of the jug and from my inhanced eyesight i could see bits of hair sticking out.

"Um, Fishlegs?" i ask "Do you know what's in the jug that Astrid's carrying?"

"Unfortunately, yes" he replied "While you were gone, Astrid came up with a new tradition for Snoggletog. She calls it Yaknog. My advice, don't drink it. When snotlout tried it he cried"

Astrid spotted us and came over placing the shield on the table. "Happy Snoggletog, Hiccup" she greeted "I made some Yaknog for you" She poured some of it into one of the cups and pushed it into my hand with an excited smile on her face. Fishlegs told me not to drink it, but there wasn't anyhting i could do to avoid it, so i brought the cup to mouth; and before it reached my lips, Fishlegs had distracted Astrid so her back was turned towards me, he was showing her the books i gave him and seeing the chance i gestured for Toothless to come and let him sniff the contents of the cup. After he finished sniffing he put on a goofey toothless smile and opened his mouth, i pour the Yaknog into his mouth and he swallowed it instantly.

Astrid turned around and saw the cup was empty "Wow, you finished the whole cup. You must've liked it lot. Would like some more?"

"Uh, no thank you, i'm-i'm good"

"Ok then. I'm going to spread some more holiday cheer around. See you guys later"

We waved a goodbye and was about to thank Fishlegs for the save until my father got up and silenced everyone for an announcment. "Everyone! Today we celebrate a holiday that has brought us joy for generations in the middle of the harsh winters" The whole Hall erupted into a cheer "But today, we not only celebrate this annual holiday, we also celebrate the return of my son, Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third" Again the people cheered and clapped and some who were near me patted me on the shoulder and back.

It felt good to be home.


	10. Chapter 9: Please Pass the Yak Butter

**Please Pass the Yak Butter**

_Hiccup's POV_

The Snoggletog celebration had lasted late into the night and everyone except me and a few others were stone drunk. During the night I had become friends with the twins and Snotlout, as well as giving them some Snoggletog gifts. I gave the twins two sets of twin daggers that had the heads of a Zippleback craved into them, and gave Snotlout a large nugget of gold, dug out of the caverns of Mount Siren in the south; a land that was unexplored by Vikings but inhabited by pirates. I almost died there during a rock slide that caused the mine in the mountain to collapse. Some samples of Gronkle Iron I had were given to Gobber and to my father a pendant on a silver chain in the shape of a circle with a symbol of a pair of arms crossed over each other and the hands held a weapon, one with a hammer and the other with an axe, it was the symbol of a brave and trustworthy leader in the west. He took it with a proud smile.

The only one left was Astrid. Even-though I had already given her the axe head if my spear, I felt she deserved something better. And I knew what it was. So I asked to speak with her alone, and lead her out of the front door where she demanded to know why I dragged her out here in the cold. Hesitating at first, I told her about my encounter with a Flightmare and how it didn't freeze people with fright but with a spray of mist it disperses that paralyses its victims. Astrid sat with me on the steps of the Great Hall hugging her knees close to her chest, she stared blankly into the distance until her eyes overflowed with tears that ran down her cheeks. I thought it was too much so I start to move away, but Astrid grabbed my hand and pulled me back down and wrapped her arms around sat there for a few minutes, with her silently sobbing on my shoulder and me awkwardly hugging her. Eventually we let go of each other and said nothing while Astrid wiped the tears from her eyes; unexpectedly she punched me hard on the arm.

"Ow! What was that for?"

"That's for making me cry," She gave me another punch "That's for beating me in a fight"

I rub the sore part of my arm, sending her an annoyed glare. Then even more unexpectedly, she gave me a small kiss on the cheek.

"And, that's for everything else" Astrid stood up without another word and went back into the Great Hall, Toothless then appeared by my side with a smug grin on his face. "_I'm thinking a spring wedding_"

"Shut up!"

***  
>It was early in the morning and I was at the Forge, sketching out some blueprints for Toothless' tail fin. I was wearing a grey long sleeved tunic that I had packed in my saddle bag for spare clothes, and wore a black fur vest with green thread embroidery along the edges of the sleeve holes and neckline. The vest was a gift from Astrid, she gave it to me last night before I went home for the night, it fit perfectly and was warm against the bitter cold.<p>

Gobber was at the grinding wheel, sharping a sword for a customer, while I was in the back room working until Astrid came in and knocked on the doorframe.

"Hey!" she greeted "me and the others are going to head up the mountain to have a snowball fight later. You want to come?"

It sounded like fun, so why not? "Sure," I answer "When is it?"

"An hour after lunch."

"Ok, I'll see you there"

Astrid waved a goodbye and left the Forge. As soon as she was out of the door I rushed behind the Forge and grabbed six planks of wood of about a metre and a half in length. All I need to do now is shape, sand, wax and paint them. If we're only going up a mountain for a snowball fight then what's the point of walking down it, acting like nothing happened after getting hyped from the game?

_Astrid's POV_

I didn't see Hiccup at lunch and we were already heading up the mountain. Before we left, i stopped by the Forge to get Hiccup, but he wasn't there so we went without him. Snotlout was blabbering non-stop about his going to beat us in the snowball fight, Ruff and Tuff each made a snowball and threw it in his face then ran up the slope with Snotlout chasing them. I hung back with Fishlegs, wondering where Hiccup could be. As we reached an area with trees and a surface that was flat we split up into teams, i went with Fishlegs while Snotlout and the twins teamed up. Fishlegs and i were building a barrier of snow, we were then stopped by a voice behind us.

"Sorry, i'm late," said Hiccup "Toothless wanted some fish, so we went to the market in the town square to get some"

"Its Ok," stated Fishlegs "At least we have you and Astrid on the team. You guys are going to kick their butts"

Hiccup smiled at that. "You guys need help with anything?"

"Yeah," i announced "Can you help me with this barrier while Fishlegs makes some ammunition?"

"Sure"

We finished our defence barrier and had plenty of snowballs to throw. Hiccup suggested that if he could hide in the trees then he wouldn't be seen and would throw snowballs at the other without them knowing where he was. It seemed like a good idea, but the only problem was that the trees had snow pliled on top of the and if he jumped from tree to tree the snow fall off and they would see him. Hiccup then came up with another idea and somehow called for two Terrible Terrors, he told them to take two snowballs each and hide in a tree. He then climbed up a nearby tree and waited.

Me and Fishlegs stood by the barrier, until i caught i glimpse of Tuffnut's behind, sticking out behind a shrub. I got up snowball and threw it at him. The snowball hit its mark and he collapsed on his side yelling out a curse. Me and Fishlegs laughed at that. A snowball hit my back and i spun to see Ruffnut standing five metres away, chuckling. After that, the fight got intense, snowballs were flying everywhere, but soon Fishlegs and i were cornered with no ammunition.

Snotlout was about to throw a snowball when suddenly a snowball flew out of the trees and hit the back of his head. He turned around to find no one and another snowball came from a different tree and knocked off Tuff's helmet. It was Hiccup to the rescue. More and more snowballs ambushed the opposing team and they were soon half covered and lying in snow. Hiccup came down from the tree along with the Terrible terrors, we all laughed at what just happened, so did the small dragons who shortly flew off.

The twins and Snotlout stood up groaning.

"Damn," exclaimed Snotlout "You play hard" I look to Hiccup and only see him smile.

"Well, i guess we better walk back down, to the village" said Fishlegs

We all groaned at this. All except Hiccup. "Actually," he started "We don't"

We all looked at him as if he were crazy. I watched as he picked something up from behind a rock, he brought over six planks of wood with curved edges and three racing stripes of different colours, one colour running down the middle of the board and another colour running down on both sides of the middle one. He handed one to each of us; mine had blue and orange stripes, Fishlegs had green and orange, Ruffnut got green and purple, Tuffnut -who was staring at it and looked on the verge of tears- had yellow and black, red and yellow for Snotlout and Hiccup had one with red and black with a picture of Toothless from a sky view travelling down the red painted stripe in the middle.

"Woah!" Tuffnut exclaimed "These are awesome!" His expression then turned to confussion."What are they?"

"Their called 'Snowboards', " Hiccup replied "When i was still on Berk, i got chased by some dragons and hid in shed. Until they blew it up and i landed on one of the wooden boards that was used to build that shed. I was sliding down the mountain slope on it and when i gained some balance on it, i started to do some stunts and thus, i invented a new sport called Snowboarding"

Hiccup gave us some advice before we went down the slope, saying that you have to be balanced, use your legs to guide the board and take it easy since it was our first time doing this. It wasn't easy controlling the board but i was managing. Fishlegs was screaming as we descended down the mountain and was lying on his stomach on the board, Snotlout was all over the place yelling out unintelligible things, the twins seemed to be doing alright they criss-crossed each others paths and were able to avoid rocks and trees. Hiccup was in front of us, having perfect balance and concentration, and i had a great view of his behind- _For Odin's sake Astrid! Snap out of it! _I shook the thought away and see Hiccup sliding _backwards! _He was smiling at us as he balanced himself on his board with his back facing the bottom of the mountain.

"Show off!" i shouted. He then went back to his original position and i went back to concentrating on my balance. Up ahead i saw a rock that was sticking out on an angle, and confidence consumed me as i turned to it and flew off it while doing a single spin.

"Not bad, Astrid." Hiccup called

We had reached an area of the mountain slope that was concaved shaped, as we went down and through it, Hiccup veered of course and he slid up the curved sides and off the edges perfoming stunts. He flew up sideways in midair with his right hand holding the side of his board with his feet still plated on it, he came back down and flew up the other side, this time twisting in the air. He landed on the ground then jumped up onto a fallen trunk of a tree and the board grinded on it while spinning. He came off and turned his head to face us, and saw we were all staring at him with bewilderment, shock and fascination.

He just chuckled.

Hiccup's POV

We skidded to a halt when we reached the bottom, i caught Astrid as she stopped her snowboard and fell forwards, Fishlegs came to a stop, shakily clutching the board for dear life, the twins rammed into each other but still shouted out in joy where as Snotlout stopped by colliding into a big heap of snow. Standing Astrid upright i went over to Snotlout and grabbed his legs that were sticking out and pulled him out; he looked like deformed snowman.

"That was awesome!" screamed Ruffnut "We need to do that again"

"Yeah!" agreed Tuffnut, then his stomack emitted a loud growl "But after we eat something"

So it was settled, we'd get something to eat and head back up the mountain again to practice snowboarding. We entered the Great hall, a few Vikings were there having conversations about there day. The gang and i fetched a bowl of stew, a slice bread and cup of water, we sat at a table near the back of the hall eating and talking. I asked them questions about Berk, after i left, turns out the food supplies were dwindling and they've been asking other tribes for food, Mildew the Unpleasant had vanished mysteriously one day; nobody noticed until Gobber pointed out they hadn't heard his 'Complaint of the day' for a while, searches for the Dragon Nest had been a failure as always, and Berk has explored some new lands and added it to their map. I asked Fishlegs if he was enjoying those books i gave him, and he began to ramble on about them.

"Hiccup, the books are amazing! Where did you get them?"

"The author of the botany book gave it to me and I wrote the book of dragons myself" I reply

"Seriously?! You've seen all these dragons?"

"Not just seen all of them, but trained them"

"That's incredible! Ruffnut, you need to see this"

Ruffnut just yawned and pointed to the behind us "Can you get the yak butter over there?"

Fishlegs got up and grabbed the butter while still talking about the book. "Really Ruffnut you need to read this," he rambled on while still holding the butter "There's so much information about them that Hiccup has learned that we could never have"

"Interesting. Pass the butter" said Ruffnut deadpanned.

"You don't get it do you? We could use this information to build a safer environment for Berk!"

"Fine Fishlegs. You have my undivided attention" she wiped her mouth with her arm and folded her arms in her lap.

"Great," Fishlegs dumped the butter on our table, out of reach from Ruffnut. "This book contains so much information on dragons that even I didn't know about!"

"No way!" exclaimed Ruffnut. I looked at the others and they were just as confused as me.

"Yes way," he continued "I gathered the statistics of the dragons from the manual, but this surpasses it"

"You're kidding!"

"I'm not. If we took the knowledge from the book, we'd be able to protect Berk more efficiently and wouldn't have to worry so much about the dragons"

"It would be useful" commented Ruffnut

"Yes, and if Hiccup is willing to show us how to train them, we can use them to help make a better defence system for Berk"

"Wait a minute. Who's 'them'?"

"The dragons" Fishlegs answered

"You have to be joking!"

"I'm actually not! I'll show this to Stoick and start planning on some adjustments, like tying eels to the pens of the sheep, or build supply sheds that won't burn easily. There'll be so much to do. What should I start with?"

"Start by passing the FRICKING YAK BUTTER!" she bellowed.

Fishlegs, petrified slid the butter to Ruffnut who eagerly took it and started to spread it over her slice of bread.

"Can you believe I have to get married to this guy?"

None of us said anything, we were all too shocked at what happened. I just sat there quietly eating my stew.

An hour passed and we had finished eating. Snotlout went home to get some beauty rest, the twins ran off to Odin knows where, Fishlegs hurried off to his house eager to finish the books I gave him, leaving me with Astrid. I asked her if i could see the map and the islands they've charted, she excitedly went to retrieve the map and at the same time my dad cam into the hall.

"Hey, dad" i greet "You done with chiefing?"

"Yeah it was a short day" he took sit beside me "What about you? What did you today?"

"Well, i was working on the blueprints for Toothless' tail until Astrid invited me to a snowball fight on the mountain, so that happened, taught the others to snowboard, came in here to have something to eat and right now Astrid's getting your map so i can see what new islands you've come across"

"Sounds like you've had a busy but exciting day" he commented

I nod. Astrid came back with a big piece of rolled up paper. We cleared the table and she placed the map on the table then rolled it out. I could already tell which islands were new to the map, because i don't remember them being there before.

"We found this one when we went for another hunt for the dragon, we decided to try to take a new route" she explained while pointing to an island that resembled a starfish and then pointed to another one that looked like a teardrop. "That one, Trader Johann told us about. We use it for resources" I wasn't surprised. I've been to that island, Toothless and i called it Sorrow island. Astrid contiued to explain the new islands and when she finished both her and my father looked at me with proud smiles, that was until i rolled the back up and took out thick folded piece of parchment. Placing it on the table, started to unfold it bit by bit until it was spread out on the table; the parchment was two metres on all sides, with mutliple islands, oceans and countries marked all over it. Looking at Astrid and my dad i saw that their jaws were dropped and stared in disbelief at my map.

"It's something, isn't it?" i remarked

"You've been to all of these places?" dad asked

"Yep. You could say i've been nearly eveywhere. Five years can do wonders"

"What's this island in the middle?" asked Astrid. She was pointing to a big island that was shrouded in fog and had a huge tree in the centre of it, and was marked as 'Paradise Santuary'.

"That's were i live" i state

"Really?"

I nod and folded the map back up and put in the inside pocket of my vest. My father was silent and i looked at him worriedly and curiously. "Dad? You alright?" I shook his shoulder a bit.

"Yeah, i'm fine" He gave me a small smile, but it didn't reassure me.

"Well, i better go," i say "Toothless is probably getting a bit worried" I wave a goodbye and head over to my house. When i entered, i saw Gothi petting Toothless who was sleeping comfortably on the floor. She had a Terrible Terror napping on her shoulders and blow smoke rings out of its nose. She looked up at me and smiled.

"Hello, Hiccup." she _said? _"How are you?"

"Good" i answer cautiously "You're speaking"

"Yes i am. First time in seventy years" Her voice was rough and course like sandpaper but was smooth and gentle at the same time. "You were right about these dragons, they keep the rats out and the warmth they produce helps my aching shoulders" I gave her a terrible terror one day when we were on a rare visit here, the dragon was slowly dying from poison and Gothi healed it. The dragon took a liking to her and since that day the terror has stayed by her side.

"Pardon for asking so bluntly, but why are you talking?"

Her smile fell a bit "My vow to my late husband was one of promise. He would understand, why i'd break it."

"You didn't answer the question"

She gave a small chuckle "You are observant. Then again, you always were. I haven't broken that vow to just tell you anything. I have broken the vow to offer you some advice. This choice you speak of, is difficult. Have you come to a conclusion yet?"

"No," I answer "it's frustrating. I never felt that I belonged on Berk while I was here, but now everyone is, treating me differently. Like I'm one of them. And, though the dragons took me in, I still feel like I don't belong, I don't feel at home. Even though they understood me more than the Vikings. It's so confusing"

"You are a unique boy, Hiccup. Different. You're not like the rest of us. We jump to conclusions of assumption, whereas you, you think, question, understand. You search for a reason. From the day you were born i knew you weren't going to be like us. Not because you of the fact you were born small, it was because i saw her in you. Your mother, in your eyes. She was an extraodinary woman your mother, caring, wise, gentle, yet fierce. Just like you. Valka, believed she could make Berk understand that dragons were not what they seemed to be. Unfortunately, she was not able to, and the consequences of her actions caught up with her. But, you have that power of change and hope in you. You never gave up so easily." she gave out a long deep sigh "What i'm trying to say is, don't make the choice come quicker than it's suppose to. Let it come to you. You will know when it is time to make it. I've rambled on long enough and i don't want to break my vow any longer than i have to, so farewell Hiccup, remember what i said."

Gothi stood up and walked out of the front door, leaving me with Toothless who woke up from his nap. "_How was your day?_" he asked

"Pretty good. Went snowboarding with the others" i replied

"_Sounds like you had fun_"

"Yeah. Want some fish?"

"_You know i do_"

_**The Dragons Nest**_

_"My loyal subjects, do you bring me news of this so called 'Little Sparrow'?" _

_"Flamewing, has flown my Queen, along with his group with guidance of the human boy"_

_"Curses. Many times Little Sparrow has made my subjects turn against me. Send out another raid, i grow hungry. Razor, join them. And if you are to come across the human child, make sure to despose of him properly. I will not tolerate failure."_

_"As you wish my Queen. Dragons! Prepare to raid for the Queen!"_

_"I must'nt underestimate the boy, he was able to turn my most loyal servant against me. That Night Fury will pay for such a betrayal. If all my plans fail, then i shall have to put matters into my own claws. Starting with that human, who as costed me nearly all of my subjects. He is not to be fooled with. None the less, he is merely a child. Compared to me, he will not stand a chance."_


	11. Chapter 10: Near-Death Experience

**Near-Death Experience**

_Hiccup's POV_

A crescent moon was glowing in the night sky along with the stars as it's fellow companions. The village was quiet, torches were lit and armed guards roamed the perimeter for any intruders. I was in the kitchen of my house cooking dinner over the fireplace which was fish stew and freshly baked bread; the Great hall was closed for tonight because they had to restock their supplies. Dad had to go down to the docks to check up on a fishing boat that's supposed to bring in the weekly supply of fish, the food supplies have been dwindling due to the hunger of the Dragon Queen. I still haven't told my dad about the nest, I'm afraid what might happen if I did. And speaking of my father, the door opened and a rush of cold air and my dad blew into the house.

"Hey dad," I greet "How'd it go at the docks?"

He sighed and sat himself down on his chair at the table. "Not so good," he replied "The captain said, the ocean's are almost picked clean. There's not that many fish anymore, the dragons have taken them all" I cast my gaze downwards feeling guilty, I grab his tankard and fill it up with mead from the barrel in the back of the house. "Look Hiccup," he continued "I know you value the dragons in your life but, here on Berk, we do what we do to survive"

"It doesn't have to be like this, dad" I sigh and place the tankard on a nearby bench."If you gave the dragons a chance, and discover the truth about them, Berk will survive."

"But, it's not that simple, son. For 300 years we've been at war with them-"

"And, nothing good came out of it" i cut him off "Dad, this might the only chance Berk is going to get, to stop this war. I know it's going to be hard but, what's the harm in trying something different? I mean, look at me. I was different. I know that it will take a while for Berk but, i did something that no one else could do, and look at what it did for me. It gave me a chance. A chance to be who i really am, dad."

"Yes but, we're not all like you. You became who you are today by being...this"

"You just gestured to all of me." i pointed out "But, that's not the point. Dad, the Vikings today became Vikings because they were told to be strong, merciless and not very good listeners, they were brought up that way never knowing the real them that is still locked up inside them. We're all a hiccup inside. We just never knew."

"While, that may be true, it still-" i cut him off with a raise of my hand and tilt my head upwards. I heard faint screeches and roars in the distance, Toothless came rushing down the stairs growling, dad looked confused and stared at us as if we grew two heads. Both Toothless and rushed out of house at the same time and climbed onto the roof, ignoring the calls of my father i stood on the carved wooden head of a dragon looking up at the night sky. Soon i could see the oultines of flapping wings and a Monstrous Nightmare lit itself on fire.

As loudly as i could i yelled- "DRAGON RAID!"

When i shouted that a Nadder landed in the village square, firing a stream of Magnesium flame at a barn full of sheep, next a Hideous Zippleback perched itself on top of a house, releasing gas then sparking it making the house catch on fire. Pretty soon all the dragons landed somwhere in the village stealing food and setting buildings aflame. Viking's poured out their houses, weapons raised up high screaming war cries. The elderly and children ran as fast as they could to the Great Hall, Astrid and the others ran with buckets and a large barrel with water putting out fires, i spotted my dad in the square holding off a Gronkle.

I jump down from the roof with Toothless following me into town heading toward the Forge. When i got there, Gobber was pounding on swords that were bend out of shape a crowd of Vikings were at the shop window waiting impaitently for their weapons. I ran in grabbing and clasping my dragon scale cloak on and my snatching my staff from my private room and ran back out. Gobber called for me but I just kept running to towards the town square searching for my dad.

"_Hiccup_!" called Toothless "_Stoick's this way_!"

I followed Toothless through the pandemonium and soon caught sight of my father, who was about to behead the Gronkle he was fighting, I speed up my running to stop him from killing the dragon but a Deadly Nadder landed behind without him noticing and was ready to incinerate him. I put all my energy into my legs and ran as fast as i could, out-running Toothless. I jumped onto the head of the Nadder pulling down with the sudden uneven weight to the ground, Dad, turned to look at me before he could kill the Gronkle. Before any one of us could speak, the Gronkle got up and used its thick tail to throw my father aside and charge at me, I jumped up and landed in a handstand position on the back of the dragon for a split second and pushed off with my arms and vaulted over the dragon. I landed on the ground in a crouch, scanning for my father who I found in a pile of rubble struggling to lift himself up. I jog over to him and take his hand in a tight grip, using all my strength to help him up.

"Thank you." my father rubbed his spine and grimaced in pain "I'm getting old, my bones aren't as strong as they used to be"

I smiled in response, but it didn't last long as the Gronkle came back along with the Nadder, that was spreading out its wings in a threatening manner. I looked around for Toothless, but didn't see him anywhere.

"Hiccup, get down" my father commanded. He detached his hammer from his belt and charged at the Gronkle leaving me with the Nadder. Nadder's are easy to train, if I stay in their sight so they can see my every move and disarm myself to let them know I'm unarmed, I have more of a chance to gain their trust. But, this dragon is already agitated so it was going to be hard, if I try coming to it, it will see me as a treat and it has three ways to defend itself; one is biting, another is shooting poisonous spines from its tail and firing magnesium flames. looks like I'm doing this the old fashioned way.

I leave my spear on the ground and hang in its blind spot at the front of the head and step in the directions it turned its head towards, i plan to crawl under it towards the tail and train it from there, and it seems i couldn't get a chance to do that because i misjudged a step and ended up being in the dragons line of sight. I jumped to the sidejust before the Nadder could get me, and roll into a crouch. I rumage through my cloak for a piece of folded parchment but didn't feel it anywhere and soon noticed it on the ground behing the Nadder; i look up at the dragon and saw the spines on its tail stand up and the tail flicked, shooting several spines in my direction. I dodge them by jumping and running in different ways to avoid them.

"Hiccup!" I turn to see my father sprinting to me with a worried expression "Look out!"

Several spines were shot at me and i dived for piece of parchment. Before i could reach it, a spine scratched my right arm and i fell to the ground; i wasn't too worried about the poison because i had made an antidote two years back and injected it into me every six months, it was nearly time for another injection so the effects of the antidote won't work as usual. I roll onto my back clutching my new wound hissing in pain and crawled over to the parchment. Dad, was distracting the Nadder while i unwrapped the piece to reveal a handful of dragon nip, i always kept some on my person for situations like this.

"Hey!" i roared in Dragonese. The Nadder turned to see me and charged towards me, while i stayed my ground and held out the irresistible grass for the dragon to sniff which it did. The Nadder relaxed and started to rub its head on it purring in delight, it soon collapsed onto the ground with a thud in a daze.

Stoick, walked up to me panting in exhaustion staring in bewilderment at the dragon. "There are other ways to go against dragons without loping each other's heads off" he gave me a proud smile and wrapped an arm around my shoulders. We heard screams and looked at the direction it was coming from and found Astrid fighting a Timberjack. I spotted Toothless outside the forge and run to him.

"What's going on?" I ask "Why is there a Timberjack here?"

"_I don't know,"_ Toothless answered "_But, I think the Queen sent him. She must be getting stronger if she can control other species of dragons._"

"This is bad"

"_And what's worse, is your girlfriend is about to be turned into ashes_"

I turn and see Astrid lying on the ground staring up at the dragon in fear. The Timberjack raised its head and started to build fire in its mouth; without thinking I snatch up my spear and rush to Astrid. I heard Astrid's parents screaming for her to run but she didn't, I kept running and when I got to her i pulled her into my chest wrapped my cloak around the both of us just before the Timberjack released its oil based flames onto us. The heat was unbearable, Astrid screamed into chest and I felt the fire burning some parts of my legs that were unprotected, blisters formed and burst on the burns and I held back a yell of pain as best as I could. It felt like it lasted for eternity, and when it stopped, I felt and heard Astrid sobbing and tightly gripping my tunic for comfort. I looked up at the Timberjack that was staring down on us in curiosity, knowing it wasn't going to kill us just yet I pick Astrid, knowing she wouldn't want to stand and take her over to her parents, that were in the crowd that had formed when the dragon fired at us, my legs were sore and covered with hot, stinging burns Astrid seemed to be alright, apart from some singed fur on her hood and a close to death encounter breakdown she should be fine.

Limping over to Astrid's parents I hand her over to her father, who took her in his arms and gave me a grateful smile. I returned it with a tired grin and a slight nod, Dad and Gobber came rushing to my side and Toothless just about ready to kill me. Gobber was checking me for injuries while Dad asked questions non-stop, i brushed them away with a hand gesture and walked back over to the Timberjack, ignoring the pain of the cut on my arm and the burns on my legs. The dragon stared down at my with a bland expression and it soon changed to a suspicious one as i started to speak with it.

"I am Little Sparrow, what is your purpose here?"

"_The Queen sent me to put an end to you." _The Timberjack replied "_She is rather displeased with your actions."_

"I'm quite aware of that. You are not one of the species of the nest. Why are you in league with the Queen?"

"_I was thrown out of my old home and left to wander alone. I came across Her Majesty's nest and she offered me a home if I served her._"

I nodded in understanding. "what's your name?"

"_My name is, Razor_"

"Ok Razor. Are you happy living with The Queen?" I ask

Razor slouched a bit an lowered his wings down. "_It's hard. We hunt for food constantly and get very little in reward. We slowly starve to death and if we don't starve we are eaten by herself or killed in the raids._"

"I know. I've dedicated my life to freeing the dragons from the tyranny of The Queen. I can help you, give you a better life. You don't have to lie in fear of her anymore."

"_Can you really give us a new life?_"

"Yes" The Timberjack, lowered its head down to me and I raised my hand to meet the dragons head. When we touched I felt the power of the bonds rush through my veins, it felt calm like a running river and swift as a light breeze.

"Go to Tall Tree island," I instructed "and find a Terror named Sharpshot. He will take you to a new home"

"_Thank you, Little Sparrow. We are forever in your debt. Dragons drop everything you have and go to Tall Tree island._" At his command, every dragon left, leaving behind the food and flew in a different direction, Razor, stayed where he was.

"_Little Sparrow, are you planning to face The Queen?"_ he asked

"I am" I replied "I plan to do it soon"

"_Be careful with her, she plans to rid of you for good, even if she has to do it herself"_

"I'd like to see her try"

The Timberjack, gave a chuckle before flying away into the distance. The pain in my legs grew to a point where I couldn't stand and I fell on my knees with a glorious smile on my face. Father ran over to me and put my arm over his shoulders and hefted me up onto my feet, the guided me back to our house.

"Spitelout, gather some of the villagers and put out the remaining fires and collect the food the dragons left behind. Gobber come with me" Stoick ordered

Gobber, hobbled over and walked behind us along with Toothless. While walking up the hill, my legs couldn't take it anymore and I collapsed, dad caught me before i hit the ground and lifted me up by placing one hand on my waist and the other under my knees. When we got inside the house dad sat me on the dinner table and got out a small box from a cabinet on the wall.

"What is that amazing smell?" Gobber unexpectedly exclaimed

"Oh, I was cooking dinner before. It would be overdone by now" i state

"Well, if it smells that delicious, i still think it will taste just as good"

"Gobber!" my father angrily called "You can eat, after we help, Hiccup"

Gobber nodded in response. Dad lifted one of my legs and examined the burns, they were a bright red and stung like Hel, Stoick got a piece of cloth and dipped it in a small bowl of water. He then run mg it out and placed the damp cloth on one if the burns, i winced a little at the pain as dad continued to do the same with the other burns. Once dad was finished with wiping the burns he got out a salve from the small box that smelt like mint, he applied it to all my burns and proceeded to wrap them in bandages. Next was the cut on my arm from the Nadder spine.

"You'll have to take your shirt off, Hiccup" my dad points out

I panic a bit, over the years I had gathered a collection of things that would make anyone question my actions; I shook my head in response to the statement.

"Hiccup, if you don't take you shirt off, I'll do it myself" Not liking the threatening tone of his voice I complied. I grab the hem of my shirt and pull it over my back and head. Both dad and Gobber gasped at the sight. Both my arms, chest and back were decorated with scars and tattoos, my chest had a picture of Toothless from a sky view with his wings spread out, my right arm had swirls of dancing fire, left arm was a snake coiling around my limb, my back had a pair if dragon wings and written on my lower back was 'Dragon Rider'. Along with the tattoos were various scars of stab wounds, burns, cuts and lashes.

"Hiccup," said my father breathlessly "what are all these scars from, and why in the name of Odin, did you get tattoos?"

I shifted nervously. "Well, most of the scars were from the forge, and i got the tattoos cause i thought they were cool and also to cover up some of the scars"

"Lad," Gobber started "These scars on your back, aren't from the forge. And i'd say that about 75 percent of the scars are from something else."

Dad gave a confused look at Gobber and walked behind me, examining the scars on my back. I winced when i heard him give a loud gasp. "Hiccup, are these whip marks?" I stayed silent "And the ones on your chest and arms, those are not from a forge. I know battle scar when i see one"

I sighed, knowing my cover was blown. Dad walked back to his original position and crossed his arms over his chest, giving me a look saying 'explain, now'. I heard Toothless whine in the background; he knew what happened and we agreed to never speak of it again unless it was absolutely necessary. "I don't like to talk about it" is the only i say before i go back to being silent. Dad and Gobber shared a look and gave up for answers, but i knew they'd keep trying.

Dad, went back to healing my cut without saying a word while Gobber got dinner ready. Once my wounds were finished being treated i slid off the table onto my chair. Gobber put a bowl of the fish stew infront of me and Dad with mugs of water and slices of bread, he placed the same things infront of himself and we started to eat. Toothless, laid on the floor beside my seat with a big bowl of the stew which he was devouring eagerly, Gobber was doing the same thing.

When dinner was over, i was sent straight to bed to rest my injuries while dad and Gobber washed up the dishes. I lay down on my bed and stare at the ceiling, thinking about what had happened; dad is going to be a little more protective of me now and will not drop the subject of how, and when i got the scars.

"Are you alright?" asked Toothless

"Yeah, just thinking" i reply

"You'll be fine. That man is gone now"

"But, he will come back"

"I know. And until then, he can't hurt you. I won't let him"

I smile at Toothless and scratch him behind his ears, making him emit a loud purr. Loud footsteps came form the staircase and my bedroom door opened revealing my dad.

"Just came up to say, Goodnight"

I smile again "Goodnight dad"

"Goodnight son"

With that i fell into a dreamless sleep.


	12. Chapter 11: Helga's Healthy Soup

Helga's Healthy Soup

Hiccup's POV

It has been a few weeks since that dragon raid where Astrid nearly died from the flames of a Timberjack, she had recovered from the shock over a period of two days and was back to her normal self. Toothless was mad at me for worrying him by nearly getting myself killed but i had a good reason to; and now after weeks of not being able fly, his wing was finally out of the splint. I had taken my spare time to make his saddle, the artificial tail fin, and mechanisms to control the tail. Toothless was so excited to get into the air again, that i had to use Dragon Nip to get the tailfin and saddle on as he kept jumping around in decided to do an easy flight, as the wing was still a bit fragile. We flew slowly around the island laughing in delight; it was so much alike to when we had our first flight at the sea stacks, and after weeks being stuck on the ground, this felt like Valhalla.

As we flew in the air, a thought came to me. "Toothless? I've been thinking. Should we teach the others to ride dragons?"

"_What?!_"

"Think about it. This could be the only chance we will ever get to convince Berk that dragons, are not what they seem. We can start a new era of Vikings and Dragons."

"While that sounds all well and good, there are still a few problems,"

Toothless pointed out "How are you going to convince a whole village of Vikings who have believed that dragons are mindless, savage, killing machines their entire life? Plus, the dragons aren't going to cooperate that easy, as they believe the same thing about Vikings."

"I know bud, but, it couldn't hurt to try" I lean to left, guiding Toothless to in direction i wanted to go. "They need to see the dragons for what they truly are. I can use you as an example. The war can't go on anymore. It's time to put it to an end."

"As long as you know what you're doing"

"I never do" I smirk as Toothless let out an annoyed groan

"One of these days, running into things without thinking it through is going to get yourself killed."

I laugh at that and we flew back to the village. We land in front of the house and walk inside, I need to talk with dad about this for this to work. Dad, was at the dinner table reading a document of some sorts while eating a bowl of soup and drinking from a mug of mead. As i closed the door he looked up from the parchment and smiled as he saw me.

"How was your flight?" he asked

"It was amazing" i replied "Felt good to finally get off the ground"

My father chuckled. I took a seat opposite from him and sigh; convincing my dad to allow me to teach the others to train dragons will be difficult. And, getting the others to agree to train dragons isn't going to be that easy either.

"Hiccup," my father started sternly "The Elders spoke with me last night. They told me that Snotlout has turned down the status of being heir." I stared at my father in confusion, and stayed silent as he continued. "Why, I don't know but, the Elders have made the decision to announce you as heir"

"What?!" I stood up from my chair making it fall backwards.

"Calm down, Hiccup. Let me explain. They thought of giving it to Astrid, however, she and her parents clearly stated that she didn't want it, Fishlegs turned it down too. And the Elders know the twins aren't capable of it, so that leaves you. The original heir."

"Why? Why did they do this to me?"

"We couldn't leave Berk without an heir. Otherwise, if I suddenly passed away by a sickness or death in battle or you chose to be with the dragons, it will be anarchy. Tribes from all around the Archipelago will come and fight for possession of Berk. And that will lead to a lot of bloodshed."

I sigh. The choice I have to make has been decided by others. Its all so messed up. "The Elders gave me five months to choose if i want to be heir again"

"I'm sorry Hiccup, but there are some things that a Chief can't do. The Elders have made it final."

Well this is just great. Being forced to be heir just isn't fair, i should've had a say in it. Then a thought struck me. I remembered the conversation me and Toothless had before the others confronted me. I had asked why couldn't i choose both and Toothless said it would be difficult to maintain that life. But it was not impossible. This could be the first step to achieving peace.

"Dad, I accept the status of being heir," Stoick, stared at me in surprise. "In fact I choose a life with Vikings and dragons."

He continued to stare at me, stuck in a trance and didn't move an inch as if he was suddenly frozen by the Flightmare. I click my fingers in front if his face to bring him to reality. He snapped out it and asked-

"And just how are you going to live a life with both Vikings and dragons?"

"For the past 300 years we've been at war with them, it's time to put it to an end. I know how to stop the raids."

"How?"

I gave out a heavy sigh and continued. "While I was gone, I came across the dragons nest and found out why the dragons raid us. In the nest there is this dragon; nearly the size of Berk, it radiates a low vibration sound that somehow makes the dragons do its bidding. The dragons constantly raid our village because of that monster. If they don't bring enough food back, they'll be eaten themselves; the Dragon Queen has been consumed by its greed for power and has resorted to cannibalism of the dragons that live in the nest. Ever since I found that out, Toothless and I have been freeing those dragons and giving them a better life and away from that monstrosity that calls itself a dragon. We plan to go to the nest and put a stop to the Queen soon, but other things keep getting in the way."

"What do you suggest we do?" My father asks in a low tone voice as he takes a swig from a mug of mead.

"I need permission from you and agreement from the gang to train dragons"

I watched wide eyed as he choked on his drink. Waiting for him to stop coughing I cast an awkward glance at Toothless who just shrugged his shoulders and laid down on the floor next to the fireplace to take a nap. When dad's coughing fit was over he just looked at me as if I was crazy.

"You want Astrid and the others to learn how to ride dragons?"

"Yes"

"And this will help stop the raids for good?"

"Yes"

"Are you sure you know what you are doing?"

"No"

"That's good enough for me"

Toothless and i waited in the arena for Astrid and the others to arrive. I had asked them to meet me in the Kill Ring but didn't tell them why. Dad told me they only had six Terrible Terrors in the cages since they hadn't been able to capture any other dragons. Three weeks after i left Berk, i came back and set all the dragons that we went up against in dragon training and took them back to the island i lived on back then, and from then on they were like family to me.

I heard chattering and turned to see the gang coming through the entrance of the arena, Astrid was in lead with Snotlout and Fishlegs and trailing behind were the twins who were bickering about something. Astrid carried the blade I gave to her, it was a bit small so I made a mental note to make a new axe head for her.

"Mind telling us why we're here?" Snotlout asked impatiently.

"You're here because; you're going to learn how to train a dragon"

Everyone just stood there with a 'are you joking' face, except for the twins who had a huge and mischievous smile on their faces.

"WHAT?!" Snotlout yelled "You can't train a dragon!"

"Um...you're speaking to the guy who shot down and trained a Night Fury."

"Point taken" He didn't have anything more to say after that.

With a smug smile i continue with my explanation. "I think it's time for a change and put the war between the Vikings and the dragons behind us and start living in peace with them. And the way to do that is to team up with the dragons."

"But why?" Astrid asked

"If you want to stop the raids, this is the only way to do it."

I walk over to the cage that the Terrors resided in, and put my hand on the lever and pulled it downwards to the ground. The heavy tree trunk bar lifted up and one terrible terror scurried out of the cage flap. The small dragon flew around the arena a few times the settled down in the middle of the ground, the terror had big marble, cat slit eyes that had dilated, its scales were sky blue and common yellow adorned it's back. tail and top of the head. It sniffed the ground and scraped its paw against the rock surface of the floor and I noticed that it twitched a lot.

Astrid and the others backed away a bit as I rolled a medium sized rock in front of the cage flap so no other Terrors came out. When I looked back at the gang, Astrid was gripping her axe in a tight hold. I walk around the Terrible Terror and gently take the axe from Astrid's hands.

"You won't be needing that" I tell her and slide the weapon away from her reach. The grinding of the blade on the rock surface caught the attention of the Terror. I snapped its head up in the direction of me and stared as it licked one of its eyeballs. I reached into my dragon scale cloak and told Toothless to cover his eyes, and pulled out a silver coin and brought it to the light, which reflected off the coin and onto the ground as a small bead of light. The Terror began to chase and try to catch it; trick i had used in Dragon Training five years ago. I jumped and chased and even breathed fire to catch the light put to no avail the light still shone bright. Eventually, i put the silver coin back in my cloak and Terror sniffed the ground, scanning for the light and wherever it could have gone. After giving up searching for it, it looked at me, twitching every now and then. Crouching down to his level i look through my cloak again and took out a fish and threw it to the Terror who gobbled it up in a matter of seconds.

It made a quiet gurgling coo and took a step towards me and gave me a quick sniff. It made another step forward and i soon found it rubbing its head against my hand. I picked him up and perched him on my left arm, observing how he twitched. "You sure are twitchy. I think I'll call you twitch. You like that?" I took it as a yes when he scurried up my arm and curled his body around my neck, his stomach radiating heat and fell asleep there. I stood up careful not to disturb Twitch, and looked at the others who were astonished.

"Snotlout, you're up" i call

"What?!" he exclaimed. He took a step back and i grabbed his arm and drag him into the middle of the arena. I moved the rock away and another Terror rushed out before i moved the rock back. This time the Terror was a light purple with a deep violet on its back. I gave Snotlout the silver coin and gesture to the Terror.

"Well, give it a try"

"What am i suppose to do?"

"Just do what i did. Reflect the sunlight onto the ground and move it around to let him play with it." I moved behind him, and watched as he tried to train the dragon.

"OK dragon, after today you're going to be mine" he held up the coin and reflect the light straight into the Terror's eye. Big mistake.

The Terror growled and pounced onto Snotlout's leg, biting down hard, making my cousin run around the arena like a headless chicken. Snotlout screamed in pain and yelled-"Get him off me! Get him off me!"

When Snotlout was about to run pass me, i grabbed the collar of his tunic and pulled him back towards me and then grabbed the Terror and started to pull him off of Snotlout's legs. Once i pulled the Terror off i held him at an arms length.

"Whoa! Is that your skin in his mouth?" Exclaimed Tuffnut

"That Terror is a pain!" Snotlout shouted.

But, the Terror emitted a loud squeal and wriggled a bit in my hands. I listened to him say "Pain! Pain! I like it! I like name!"

"Hey, Snotlout!" i call. "I think you just named him"

"Huh?"

"Pain. He likes it." I explained before I hand Pain back to Snotlout. He held and looked at the Terror curiously, as Pain nibbled on his front right paw. Snotlout hesitantly reached out a hand to the Terror and started petting Pain's head, which resulted purring from Pain. Snotlout, kept petting and started to smile then laugh.

"I trained a dragon!"

"It helps to give a name to a dragon to establish a bond. If you give them food or play with them, you gain their trust. And once you've earn a dragons loyalty, there is nothing they won't do for you."

The young Vikings stood there astonished and speechless, none of them dared to move or speak so I decided to break the ice.

"So who's next?"

Hours pasted and i finally got the others to train the Terrors. Astrid got a light green on with shapes of purple and named it Sneaky as when i got them inroduced to one another, he crawled over her and suddenly disappeared then reappeared over her shoulder then disappeared again, eventually we caught and trained him. The twins got a pair of bright yellow Terrors that they named Head and Butt, they had shown the small dragons their famous headbutt and taught them how to do it. Fishlegs got a orange a red Terror and named it Iggy, it was shy and well-behaved and had a habit to fetch items. Twitch was still asleep on my shoulders throughout the training process and i had nearly forgotten he was there, Toothless stayed by the walls and enjoyed watching Pain repeatedly bite Snotlout.

When the sun began to set, i put the Terrors back into their cage and told everyone to come back tomorrow morning, to teach them how to call their dragon and to train the Terrors how to do tricks. After leaving the arena me and Toothless headed to the Fish hut and grabbed a basket full of fish and walked to the Forge. As we were walking to the Forge Astrid came over.

"Hey Hiccup" she greeted

"Hello Astrid. What's up?"

"I just wanted to say thank you for saving me in that dragon raid. I know I said it before and that the raid was weeks ago, but..."

"It's OK, Astrid. As long as you're alive, I'm happy." Astrid stood there awkwardly, blushing so her cheeks were a vibrant red. After a while of standing there uncomfortably I decided to ask a question.

"Hey, would you like to hear some of my adventures at dinner?"

"You mean like Johann's?" She questioned

"Yeah. But, without the exaggeration."

"Well, I have been curious as to what you've doing these past years ever since i saw your map, so sure, that'd be great. I'll see you at the Great hall tonight" She waved a goodbye walked off in the direction of her house as Toothless and I continued to the Blacksmiths.

A few hours passed and the sun had set completely and the village was engulfed by the darkness of the night. Toothless had eaten all the fish from the basket and was currently sleeping in one of the corners of the Forge, I was in my private room designing a special kind of shield for myself, as i sketched out the blueprints for the shield I thought of separating my flame sword from the staff to make it easier to draw out in battle, but it could wait for now. I looked outside and saw it was time to go to the Great Hall for dinner.

I got up and nudged Toothless awake. As we got closer to the Great Hall we smelled something that nearly took away our appetite; it smelled like burnt grass and old boots. I saw Astrid waiting outside the Halls doors with the others, and all of them shared the same disgusted look on their faces. Toothless and I ran up the stairs to meet them with same question in mind.

"What in the name of the nine realms of Hel, is that smell?" I yell

"That would be Helga's healthy soup," stated Fishlegs "she makes it every few months to get the village stronger with healthy food. And her soup is horrible."

"I think 'horrible' isn't the right word to describe the smell and taste of that." Astrid held her wrist to her nose, hoping the thick fur wrappings on her arm would somehow filter the smell.

"Has anyone told her, her soup is dreadful?" I ask

"Are you crazy?" Snotlout exclaimed.

"Most likely" Toothless chipped in.

"If you tell 'Helga the Harmful' that her soup is dreadful, you will regret it.

She's got her title for being, well...harmful."

"I know that Snotlout. I once had her as a babysitter. I'm still surprised I'm alive. But that's not the point. Is there a way to avoid eating it?"

"No, not really." Fishlegs said

"SOUP'S READY!" Helga's voice boomed from the kitchen if the Great Hall. We all grimaced at the thought of eating it or even just thinking of it. Gathering up our courage we entered the Hall and saw we were the only ones here. We sat at one of the tables, not looking forward to tasting the soup of horrors. All of us sat at the table looking scared and uneasy, Astrid was tightly clutching onto her mug of water, Fishlegs bounced in his sit, Snotlout looked like his was about to wet himself and the twins hid under the table.

I sniffed the air again and smelt the soup again, and analyzed what ingredients i could smell. There seemed to be yak meat, boiled cabbage, tomato juice and eggs. Not a terrific combination, but it shouldn't have been enough to make it smell that badly. I turned to face Toothless who was lying down on the floor behind me.

"Hey bud?" i ask to capture his attention "What can you smell in the soup?"

Toothless lifted his head and sniffed the air. "I smell meat, eggs, tomato, cabbage and...eel!" With that, he bounded out of the Great Hall, screeching like a boar. That explains the disgusting smell.

"What's up with your dragon?" Snotlout asked

"He smelt eel in the soup," i reply "Eels don't agree with dragons"

I ran the list of ingredients in my head and came up with possibilities that could improve the soup. I got up a walked to the kitchen of the Hall, leaving the others baffled. Upon entering the kitchen, the scent was stronger and i wondered how Helga hadn't suffocated; i saw Helga standing over a huge pot of her soup, stirring a ladle in it. I cleared my throat and caught her attention.

"Oh! Hello Hiccup" she greeted "What can i do for you?"

Helga was a woman in her late forties, her blonde hair swept up in a bun, a small helmet adorned her head, her clothing mainly consisted of brown leather with a yellow tunic and beige fur boots and she had a smile spread across he slightly wrinkled face.

"I was just wondering what was that delicious smell was." I tried my best not to burst out laughing and not gag on the horrific scent of the soup.

"Well, it must be my famous healthy soup that i cooked up."

"Healthy soup? That's a first in Viking history"

"Would you like to try some?" she dipped a small spoon into the pot and handed it to me. I took a deep breath and sipped up the spoonful of soup into my mouth. It didn't taste as bad as it smelt, but it still was awful; it was a mixture of dry burnt wood with a soggy fish aftertaste. I swallowed it and looked at Helga with a tight smile.

"It's good," i lied "However, i think it could use some improvements"

"Really?" she challenged

"Yes, i think it could use a spice kick and a few extra ingredients"

"Well, lets give it a shot."

I grab a spare apron from a rack on tie it around my waist, i grabbed a small basket filled with onions and peeling, slicing and dicing them without crying from the vapor, i chuck them into the pot and tole Helga to get some thyme, parsley and garlic. I cut up some small mushrooms and add them to the soup along with lemon juice, we mix the parsley, thyme and crushed garlic cloves into the soup and let it boil for a minute. I took a spoonful of it and gave it a try.

It tasted much better than before, and the aroma of soup had changed from awful to delicious.

Pretty soon after the scent had changed the gang ran into the kitchen holding bowls and waited impatiently for their meal. We filled their bowls and hardly a minute had passed before the whole village came rushing in for a taste of the new and improved healthy soup. I stayed in the kitchen with Helga serving up and cooking more soup; a lot of people came back for seconds so i knew we needed extra.

I wasn't able to tell stories about my adventures to my friends, but i promise to make it up to them. I stayed behind at the Great hall to help with the wash-up and arrived home later than usual, to find my father asleep in his chair. I smile and pulled and warm blanket over him, and headed upstairs where Toothless was napping on my bed, i lay down on one of the sides of the bed and moved close to him for warmth and felt him drape a wing over me. I sigh in content and let my exhaustion guide me into a blissful sleep.


	13. Chapter 12: Unexpected Wake up Call

**Unexpected Wake up Call**

_Images blurred and flashed in Stoick's mind as he slept restlessly. He stood in the centre of a black void and shot his head around at different passing panels of memories of him and Valka that faded into nothing, scenes of Hiccup when he was fifteen and still on the island came and went the same way. But, there were some that were unfamiliar to the Chief; he saw his son shoot the bola launcher and hit its target dead on, he watched as Hiccup held the knife over the Night Fury to kill it, but he didn't, instead he set it free. Other panels went by showing other scenes of his son and his dragon, one was of Hiccup and Toothless forming their forbidden friendship, another of Toothless shooting up into the sky as Hiccup desperately clutched on the dragons tail for dear life. But, one caught Stoick's attention. _

_It was a floating panel that didn't fly with the others, it stayed hovering over one particular spot and Stoick could see the scene that was playing. It was of Hiccup standing next to his bed holding onto his helmet made out his deceased mothers breastplate, he was speaking to Toothless but no sound could be heard, he suddenly dropped the helmet on the ground and the dragon had a threatening expression on its face, meaning the dragon was growling. Stoick watched as Hiccup rushed to his bedside table to retrieve his dagger, when he grasped it the blade cut his hand and Toothless was getting really worried and backed away into a table causing the vase to fall and break. The scene ended as Hiccup and Toothless flew out the window as Stoick burst through Hiccup's door; and as soon as that happened, the panel shattered into thousands of small fragments._

Stoick woke up in a fright and sat upright in his bed panting. Beads of sweat rolled down from his forehead and fell. He let out a deep calming breath and rubbed the bridge of his nose. Stoick got out of the bed and walked up the stairs to Hiccup's room. Hiccup was on side, breathing evenly as he slept, the blanket was pulled all the way to his chin and his new Terrible Terror, Twitch, was curled up close to him on his bed. Toothless was lying next to the bed, staying close to his best friend incase something came in the night to take him.

Stoick, smiled then frowned at the remembrance of his dream. The dragon had given something to Hiccup that led him to leave and live somewhere else. Stoick felt incredibly guilty, as he didn't do his job as a dad should do; he had put his role as Chief before is son and caused Hiccup to believe he wasn't the son Stoick wanted. The Chief sighed sadly and went back downstairs and clipped his bear fur cape onto his metal shoulder plates. Putting on his helmet, Stoick made his way over to the door; even though he still had a good hour before he had to start his duties, Stoick liked to watch the sunrise as it calmed his mood.

Stoick opened the door and before he could step outside he froze as he looked at the ground. A flock of Terrible Terrors were sitting on the ground staring up at him, and more were perched on the roof of the house, each were different colours and all were staring at him, expecting him to do something. Stoick looked over the small dragons with confusion and couldn't possibly think of anything that the Terrors would want. Except one thing. The Chief closed the door and made his back upstairs and shook Hiccup's shoulder, waking him up in a slightly gentle way.

"Hiccup, wake up" Stoick whispered

Hiccup groaned tiredly and peeked one eye open.

"What is it, dad?" he croaked

"Some friends are here to see you."

"Friends?"

"Yeah, they're outside right now."

Hiccup groaned as he sat up from bed and grabbed a cream coloured tunic then slipped on over his head and chest. He walked downstairs with his father in tow and as soon as Hiccup opened the door, the Terrible Terrors all swarmed all over him.

"_**HICCUP!**_"

"_**WHERE HAVE YOU BEEN?!**_"

"_**SHARNEY'S BEEN WORRIED SICK!**_"

The Terrors crawled over him, tugging on his hair, pulling on the sleeves of his tunic and licked every inch of visible skin, Hiccup laughed loudly as the dragons walked over him, causing their small claws to tickle his skin in the process. Toothless came bounding down the stairs after he heard Hiccup's distressed call and laughter and roared, scaring the Terrors off Hiccup and herding them to the rafters. Stoick helped his son up, by grabbing him under his arms and hoisting him up, Hiccup took a minute to gain his balance and to wipe the tiredness from his eyes.

"What are guys doing here?" he asked in Dragonese.

"_You haven't been home in over a month! We were worried about you when you didn't return!_" answered a red Terror

"Oh" he sighed in realization. "Does Sharney know you're here?"

"_No, we snuck out last night_."

"All of you?" Hiccup exclaimed

"_Yes!_" all the Terrors answered that time in unison

Hiccup groaned for the third time that morning and placed a hand to his forehead. "OK, I'm going back to bed to sleep for a few more hours. I'll start packing my things and we'll leave first thing tomorrow morning."

The young man walked back up the stairs with a long and loud yawn with Toothless following and all the Terrors, Hiccup flopped on the bed and pulled the blanket up and over his head. Toothless took his place beside the bed again while the Terrors scattered themselves around the room, some flew up to the rafters, some stayed on the ground, a few groups piled on top of each other, and about twenty jumped onto the bed and snuggled next to Hiccup as he fell back asleep with Twitch still curled up next him resting.

Stoick was downstairs in the kitchen sitting down at the table while sipping some ale from his mug; even though he knew it was still early in the morning, he needes something to calm his nerves since watching the surise was out of the question, alcohol would have to do. An hour passed and Stoick was puting on his helmet before the ground shook. The Chief stumbled to gain his balance and fixed his helmet to the right angle as Gobber came bursting through the door, gasping for breath.

"Gobber! What's happening? Did an earthquake strike?"

Gobber sucked in deep breaths of air before he spoke. "Something...like that"

"What?" Stoick asked confusedly

An ear-piercing screech erupted from outside.

"Does that answer your question?"

The two Vikings ran outside and froze in their tracks as they approached the town square where all of the town citizens were standing around something. In the middle of the market place was a gigantic albino snake-like whispering death dragon, with bright vicious red eyes, three rows of teeth and two wings of about 48 feet in length. It released another scream and the whole village clutched their ears to try and block out the noise.

"_**SPARROW! WHERE ARE YOU?!**_"

Hiccup slept at the edge of his bed gripping his small and thin pillow tightly, snoring very lightly when he rolled the wrong way and fell out of bed with a thump and landed on top of Toothless who was greatly annoyed.

"_Hey, do I look like a bag of feathers to you?!_" Toothless complained "You have exactly five seconds to get off me, or i will leave to the mercy of a thousand Terrible Terrors!"

"Sorry, bud" Hiccup apologized "I guess I rolled out of bed"

"_Like a five year old_" Toothless giggled.

Hiccup rolled his eyes and lifted himself up, but Toothless didn't let him by using his tail to push him back down on top of the dragon.

"I thought you wanted me to get off you?"

"_I did. But you make a good blanket_"

Hiccup rolled his eyes once again and lay back down on Toothless, who purred in content. The two were just about to drop back to sleep when a high pitched scream could be heard from the market place.

"_**SPARROW! WHERE ARE YOU?!**_"

Hiccup sighed in annoyance. "Loki's balls. Can't a guy get any sleep around here?"

The young dragon trainer hefted himself up and off Toothless and grabbed his black dragon scale cloak and clipped on while slipping on his boots, then proceeded to go downstairs and out to the market. The white, red-eyed, spiked, snake-like dragon had coiled its tail and balanced there like a Cobra; as Hiccup descended down the hill the dragon looked up and the angry expression it had on its face withered and changed to one of relief and joy.

"Earthblade, what are you doing here?" Hiccup asked as he drew closer the Screaming Death.

"Sharney has been bombarding me with questions on your whereabouts. Besides, you were late for our duel."

Hiccup slapped a hand to his forehead in remembrance of the annual duel agreement the dragon and him had.

Hiccup had discovered the Screaming Death three years ago when he noticed that a few islands had gone missing and unusual, bigger sized Whispering Death tunnels on different islands that were still standing. Eventually he found the Screaming Death digging through Sunstone island, and was able to find out the reason on why the dragon was sinking islands. It turns out he had been born a different island outside the Archipelago, and while his mother left to find food she had been captured by Vikings. When he was big enough and able to fly, along with his brothers and sisters, he went out to look for her.

Hiccup was able to calm him down and agreed to help the Screaming Death. He searched different islands to see if she was anywhere on them. Eventually, he came across Outcast island and found out she had been held prisoner in their island cells. Hiccup, the Screaming Death and his siblings attacked the island, setting the all the dragons free and reuniting the mother and hatchlings together. Hiccup had made them a new home on an uncharted island far away from Vikings that was filled with trees and wildlife; occasionally they would come and visit him and stay at Hiccup's home for a few days. Hiccup had given a named the white dragon Earthblade, instead of calling him 'Screaming Death all the time, and they made a deal to battle each other once a year for some competition.

"I'm sorry, Earthblade. I've been caught up in so much stuff that i completely forgot."

"_Don't let it happen again_" Earthblade warned

"It won't"

"Good. Now, about Sharney. She is panicking and constantly looking for you everyday."

Hiccup cast his gaze down with a guilty expression. "So I've heard. I'll be going back tomorrow."

"You have to go back today!" Earthblade commanded "Or she'll be sending all the dragons to look for you."

Hiccup rubbed his temples and sighed in exhaustion. "Ok, I'll go back today. Tell her I'll be back soon and to not worry anymore."

"I will. Don't do this again. At least send airmail."

"Yeah. I would've but i couldn't. I'd have to train another Terror to do that, and it does take time."

"True. I will tell Sharney. Come back soon. And please never do this again."

Hiccup laughed at that. "You're all like the overprotective mother i never had."

Earthblade chuckled. "We shall see you soon."

The Screaming Death took off, flapping its wing and swirling its tail in circles. It flew into the distance until all you could see was a tiny speck, the Terrible Terrors tha came in the morning went off after it, heading home. Hiccup sighed and deflated a bit, he turned around and headed back up the hill to the house, but was stopped by his father.

"Hiccup," he started "What just happened?"

"I have to go." Was Hiccup's only answer.

"Go where?" Astrid asked

"To my island."

"But, you'll come back, right?" The Shieldmaiden grew worried

"I have to. I chose to be the heir of Berk and protector of the dragons." Hiccup stated

"When do you leave?" Stoick asked.

"Today. That dragon, Earthblade, told me I had to go back. Everyone there is worried."

"We'll go with you" Astrid said in a confident voice.

"No," Hiccup turned to look at her "You can't come with me"

"And why can't we?"

"A few reasons. One," he lifted up his left hand and his pointer finger came up to symbolize the first reason. "i need to get back as fast as i can, and you guys can't ride dragons." Second finger came up" Two. Most of the dragons on my island that i rescued, don't trust Vikings anymore. Three," The final finger came up. "I don't have time to teach you how to train dragons. Besides you haven't got any."

"That's still not going to stop us from coming with you."

"Astrid, I'm serious. There is no way you guys are coming with me."

***  
>The ship rocked gently against the waves as it headed out further in the ocean. The gang, Gobber and Stoick were on the deck securing ropes and raising the sail to gain more speed as the wind was on their side, Hiccup was up on top of the mast along with Toothless.<p>

Night had fallen soon after they had left the docks of Berk, the stars shimmered in the cold night sky with barely any clouds to hide their beauty. Hiccup and Toothless were still up on the mast at the time and only came down to have dinner with the others. Tonight was roasted boar and a slice of bread. The young Vikings sat in a circle on the deck while Stoick and Gobber were down in the cabin discussing something.

"Hey Hiccup?"

Said Dragon rider looked up from his meal to Fishlegs.

"What's your island like?"

"To put it in one word. Amazing." he replied.

"You know, you never got to tell us your stories." Fishlegs pointed out.

"True. I have a lot. Anything you're interested in hearing?"

"How did you find your island? Cause you wouldn't just pick any old island. According to you, there are a lot of dragons that you've trained and rescued, so you'd have to have taken them to a safe location that can't be easily found, and is big enough to house so many dragons."

Hiccup nodded. "Well, me and Toothless came across it when we had just joined a pack of wild outcast dragons. We decided to explore an uncharted part of the ocean and see if we could find anything interesting. And we did. We came across this big mountain that was shrouded in heavy fog and a big cave entrance was dug into it where the mountain and sea joined. Being the curious human and dragon we are, we went in, and discovered it was the entrance to a large tunnel. It did eventually end, but there was another cave that went downwards and under the ocean. We went down it and found this huge underwater cavern. It was beautiful. And not only was it underground but also above. Toothless and i decided to bring our pack to it and make it our home. And if Vikings were to come across it on the sea all they would see is a giant wall of thick fo

"Wow. What kind of dragons do you have?"

"Everything to a Skrill, to Speed Stingers, to that Screaming Death, to a Night Fury."

"Sooo...you basically have every dragon?" Snotlout asked in a bored voice.

"Just about every dragon known and a few that aren't" Hiccup replied.

"You could've just said that."

Hiccup just rolled his eyes.

After the gang had finished their dinner, Hiccup and Fishlegs discussed the statistics of dragons while the twins and Snotlout fell asleep after drinking their cups of water that Astrid had drugged, so that they didn't have to stay up all night and listen to their nonsense.

It was coming close to midnight when Hiccup and Toothless decided to go to sleep. Toothless hung upside down from the horizontal pole that ran across the mast across the mast by his tail and grabbed Hiccup by his shoulders with his front paws and expertly turned him upside down and cuddled Hiccup close to himself while wrapping his around them both. Astrid had set up a mat next to the railing of the deck and pulled a blanket over herself, she scanned the ship over once and saw Fishlegs sleeping in a hammock with an undersized quilt draped over him, the twins were sleeping near the front of the deck with Ruffnut sprawled over Tuffnut and Snotlout was snoring loudly with his helmet covering half of his face. Astrid closed her eyes as she drifted off to sleep with the wind gently blowing through her hair.

Astrid opened her eyes to find the sun peaking its head out above the horizon. Wiping the tiredness form her eyes, she noticed that Hiccup and Toothless were awake and were once again at the top of the mast. Hiccup seemed to be having a conversation with the black dragon since they were growling low at each other. The young Shieldmaiden peaked an interest and climbed as quietly as possible up the mast. As she got closer to the top, the language of the dragons became louder.

"Sharney's going to be so mad." commented Hiccup

"Yeah. It'll be fun to see her chasing you around the island." laughed Toothless.

The sound of a throat clearing caught their attention. They both turned to see Astrid balancing on the yard of the mast where the top of the sail was attached to. Astrid walked slowly with difficulty towards them, she lost her balance and almost fell off the yard but was caught by Hiccup grabbing her waist while he was holding onto a rope.

"Watch your step"

Astrid smiled and let him carry her back bridal style to the end of the yard and set her down on his lap.

"Thanks for that. I didn't know it was that hard to balance on this." said Astrid.

"Yeah. Takes a bit of practice."

They sat like that for a few hours until something came into view.

"Hey!" exclaimed Snotlout "What's that?!"

Hiccup gently scooted Astrid off his lap and handed her the rope to help her balance, and climbed all the way up to the crows nest and looked out at the object that they were heading for. A big wall of fog soon stood in front of them in all its glory; just like Helheim's Gate.

"Home" Hiccup whispered


	14. Chapter 13: Paradise Sanctuary

**Paradise Sanctuary**

The ship slowly made its way through the wall of fog, just managing to dodge the sea stacks and spikes of rocks protruding from the water. The air around them was thick and the fog made it nearly impossible to see anything. Hiccup and Toothless were still up on the crows nest of the ship, excitedly waiting for the entrance to come into view, they smiled as they got closer and closer to the mountain, but could sense the small amount of fear radiating from the Vikings below. Fishlegs was shaking on the spot and kept looking around him to see if there was anything that would sneak up on him, Snotlout and Astrid clenched their weapons tightly and raised them slightly if they needed to defend themselves. The twins stood together back to back, scanning the vast and hidden area around them, Gobber and Stoick were at the steering mechanism of the boat, carefully guiding the ship through the fog and rocks, and they looked concerned but concentrated.

A small shadow flew at quick speed past them, surprising everyone but Hiccup and Toothless stayed where they were, unfazed. Another shadow passed along with another. The Vikings grew restless and grabbed the closest weapon they could find and stood in a defence stance. One of the shadows dived from the fog and snatched the spear Tuffnut was holding and carried it away.

"Um. Am i the only one who saw that?" he asked

"No" Stoick answered. Then another came and stole the mace in Snotlout's hand. Followed by more that kept swiping the weapons from the Vikings. "Hiccup! What's going on?" Stoick hollered

Hiccup jumped down from the crow's nest and rolled onto the deck as he landed, almost making no sound at all. "It's one of the defence programs that i have to protect the island. Their Smothering Smokebreaths. They create the wall of fog with the smoke they produce and steal the weapons from the ships that venture in here, to scare them off."

"Well, call them off!" Snotlout shouted as he wrestled a game of tug-of-war against one of the small dragons.

Hiccup got his staff and banged it twice on the wooden deck floor. The sound echoed through the whole area and all the dragons stopped what they were doing and Hiccup once again banged his staff down, but only once this time, and the Smokebreaths scattered in different directions, leaving the Vikings alone.

"Are there anymore 'defence programs' we need to know about?" The Chief asked.

"Well, you know me. So...yes" Hiccup replied smugly.

"Would you mind telling us?"

"There's Changewings in the cave entrance, Seashockers and Thunderdrums in the waters, Snaptrappers in the forest, Speed Stinger's patrolling the beaches and whispering deaths in the hidden tunnels."

"Why do you need so much protection?" asked Astrid.

"I like to keep my island and every dragon on it, safe." Hiccup replied.

They sailed further into the mist and some came upon a large mountain with jagged ledges and slopes, an opening of a large cave stared at them like a crocodile opening its mouth and waiting for the prey to enter on its own accord. Sharp rough spikes jutted out from the sea floor and stalagmites hung from the ceiling, dripping water every once in a while. It was dark and the air was moist and cold, no one said a word; staying silent.

The ship ventured in further until it came to a dead end. A large cylindrical rock formation was sticking out of the water; it was hollow and an air current was blowing out of it. Hiccup walked across the deck of the boat to the front along with Toothless and hopped onto the rim of the tunnel and roared into it. The roar was loud and the echoes bounced off the walls of the cave and tunnels, lasting a while before everything was submerged into silence again.

"What was that?" Astrid asked.

"A signal saying that I'm home. But, with visitors." Hiccup explained. "Now, Toothless and i are going to go down there and wait for you guys to come down. Be careful though, it's quite a drop."

"Wait!-" Astrid's call was unheard by Dragon and Rider, as they had already jumped down the tunnel and into the darkness.

"Well, i guess we're going down there". Stated Fishlegs

Astrid took a deep breath and stepped up to the tunnel and climbed onto the rim with unsteady balance. Taking deep calming breaths that did nothing to make the nervousness in her pounding heart go away; she summoned up her courage, closed her eyes and jumped.

The fall was long and dark. She didn't know if she was screaming or not as she had become deaf with only the loud beats of her heart ringing in her ears. Astrid suddenly stopped falling and felt arms around her waist and under her knees. She opened her eyes and saw that she was at the bottom of the vertical tunnel and that it was illuminated by a single torch light in and handle on the wall. Looking up, Astrid saw that Hiccup was looking down at her with a smile on his face.

"Hello Milady," He greeted. "Have a nice fall?"

"Yes i did. I love falling down a dark hole not knowing when I'll hit the ground." she replied sarcastically.

"Yeah, you didn't really give me enough time to put the cushion down, for a soft landing."

"Oh"

Toothless appeared dragging a bag the size of Stoick's bed filled with feathers, and dropped it under the vertical tunnels exit. Just as soon as it was placed there, they could hear a high pitched screaming and knew exactly who it was. Fishlegs landed on the cushion with a loud thud and an explosion of dust.

"Wow Fishlegs. I expected you to be the last to come down." Hiccup said.

"Well, i was actually thrown in by Ruffnut." Fishlegs admitted.

A few minutes later everyone else came down, all landing on the large cushion with thuds, groans and dust explosions. Hiccup took the torch from the handle and started walking down the tunnel with the fire giving the only light in the thick blackness of the path. The tunnel was wide and long, the walls were rough and rocky and as they descended further down the tunnel, small gems of different colours started to glow and create a new source of light.

"What's with all the jewels?" Tuffnut asked.

"Don't know. They were here when i found this place." Hiccup replied, telling half-truth and half lie.

"What kind of gems are they? Must be worth a fortune!" Snotlout wondered.

"They're a combination of all sorts. And i know what you're thinking Snotlout; you can't have any."

"Oh, come on!" he protested. "You've got thousands. I don't think you'll miss one." Snotlout reached out an arm to pluck one of the red gems out of the wall.

"Snotlout don't!" warned Hiccup.

When Snotlout's hand grabbed a gem and pulled it out of the wall, it glowed brighter and began to radiate a burning degree of heat. Snotlout yelled in pain as the heat got more intense in his hand and dropped the red gem on the ground and blow on his hand.

"Cool! I want to burn my hand too!" Tuffnut exclaimed.

He picked the gem off the ground and the same thing happened. The gem glowed brighter and burned his hand. Hiccup slapped his forehead with his hand as he witnessed the idiocy of the two Vikings. Snotlout stood in one place blowing air on his hand while Tuffnut was showing his 'cool' burn mark to Ruffnut. The others looked at the gem in fear that it might do something worse than burning hands.

"Hiccup, why did the gem do that?" Gobber asked.

Hiccup just ignored the question and dropped the torch on the ground to pick the red gem up, only this time it didn't glow and burn his hand. He placed it back in its original spot on the wall then turned to pluck a white one out. he tossed in the air and caught it in his hand before he approached the two idiots. He grabbed Snotlout's hand forcefully and placed the white gem on the burn. The white gem glowed lightly and the burn started to turn from an irritated red to a calm pink before the layer of skin that was damaged healed itself; he did the same to Tuffnut.

There was a moment of silence as Hiccup put the white gem back, and all at once everyone bombarded him with questions-

"What just happened?"

"What's going on?"

"Why did that gem burn them and not you?"

Hiccup ignored all their questions and continued down the tunnel with Toothless; not saying a word. The others followed him questioningly and in silence, but all thought the same thing. 'What the Hel is going on?'

Hiccup and Toothless walked a little further ahead of the rest and were having a hushed conversation in Dragonese.

"You know you're going to have to tell them one day." Toothless pointed out.

"I know."

"It's not good to keep secrets like this. Especially from your friends and family."

"But, what choice do i have? I keep these secrets to keep them safe. He can't find out about them. And they can't find out about him"

"They eventually will. You can try to forget about the past, but it will always come back and bite when you least expect it."

Hiccup sighed. "I'm not trying to forget. And even if i am, i will not forget it. I don't want them involved in this. This is my battle to fight. Not theirs"

"They will be involved anyway. No matter how hard you try to protect them; they will be involved."

"Not if i can help it."

The group continued walking down the tunnel before they reached an opening. The opening was the shape of a circle that was covered in hanging vines that were weaved together in thick columns and very little light shone through them. Hiccup grabbed a handful and pushed them out of the way for light to pour into the tunnel, almost blinding everyone. The sight before them was none they had ever seen.

In front of them was ocean water that surrounded a vast mass of island. The water acted like a moat and a rough rock pathway bridge cut through the water. Following the path of the rock bridge, it lead onto the island that showed a sandy beach surrounded by high cliffs and headlands and ridges. A small stone staircase lead to another tunnel with more gems embedded in the walls. An entire forest was covered in dense forest trees; they could see a pack of Speed Stingers running around the island at fast speeds from cliff to cliff. But, what caught their attention were the rock formations that sat in the middle of the island. Large, thick and taller than giants were claw like Rock Mountains, they sat in a circle in the middle of the island encasing around a large tree that that was slightly smaller than them.

"This is where you live?!" exclaimed Snotlout.

"Yep," answered Hiccup. "This is my home. The Paradise Sanctuary."

**Greetings,**

**I know i haven't talked to you but, just want to let you know the next update will take a while to write, becaue i have exams for two weeks and won't have a lot of time to write. Sorry this chapter is shorter than the others, i just wanted to get this finished.**

**Please Review**

**Till Next Time =D**


	15. Chapter 15: Sharney

The group of Vikings made their way down the stone footpath bridge that ran across the large ocean moat to the clear sandy beach. The waters surface was glistening in the sunlight, faint mist covered the water and outline of schools of fish could be seen by the Vikings eyes, as well as the shades of dragon figures. They stared at the island in awe as they approached closer and closer to the beach.

A small splash of water caught their attention. They turned to the water and saw rippling in the water as a long light turquoise coloured head with coral like horns peeked out from the ocean. They all, except Hiccup and Toothless, looked in interest at the head as it shyly got closer to them.

Fishlegs slowly stepped up to the edge of the bridge. "Wow. A new species of dragons" he exhaled in amazement. "Hiccup, what kind of dragon is this?"

"That's Jewel, and she's a Tide Glider. A rare dragon to come across." **(A/N From Rise of Berk game)**

"Tide Glider? Never heard of it" stated Snotlout.

"Like i just said, they're a rare species of dragons. Very loyal, but quite shy."

Fishlegs pulled out a hand and tried to pet the dragon but it shrunk down back into the water a bit and moved away. The large Viking slouched at that.

Hiccup laid a hand on Fishlegs' shoulder. "Don't worry Fishlegs. Jewel was like that when she first met me."

Said dragon fully came out of the water and climbed its way up onto the bridge. The group looked at her and took in her full appearance. She was six times taller than Stoick, her scales were were the same colour as her head, her wings had white wavy patterns, three fins stood out of the back of their neck and her tailed resembled one of a mermaids. Jewel cuddled up to Hiccup and pulled him away from the group and engulfing him into her wings while sending glares to the Vikings.

"Very protective of you, isn't she?" Stoick observed.

"Yeah," replied Hiccup, whose voice was muffled by Jewel's wings. "she is. Ok girl, you can let go of me now. They're not going to hurt me."

The Tide Glider's wings moved away to reveal Hiccup standing there with his hair more messed up than ever. He patted his hair down and smiled up at Jewel. "You can go back in the water, girl. I'll come back later."

Jewel bent down and nuzzled the dragon rider and slowly returned to the water with a cooling splash. The group continued down the bridge to the beach at the other end.

"How did you and Jewel meet?" Fishlegs asked.

"I found her when she was a baby." Hiccup explained. "Toothless and i were exploring some caves in a cliff on a far away island. We came across a small nest that homed three Tide Glider babies. Two of them were dead. Jewel was the last one alive; just barely though. We assumed that Jewel's parents died or were captured, so i took her and nursed her back to health, took a while for her to trust me, but eventually she saw me as a mother."

"Awww. That's so sweet." cooed Fishlegs.

They reached the beach and stepped on the sand. The sand was light and springy and reflected the light of the sun, the waterfall that fell nearby was cool and crisp. A staircase carved out of rock lead up to a tunnel that was dug into the cliffs. The pack of Speed Stingers came to greet them.

"_Sparrow_," The lead Stinger greeted. "_You have finally returned_."

Hiccup walked up to the Stinger. "Yeah. Sorry about staying away so long, Chief. Got caught up in things."

"_Well, you better go see Sharney before her scales and spikes fall off_."

Hiccup chuckled. "Don't worry. I'm going to do that now."

"_Be careful. She'll be over you like a wild Nadder over a piece of Dragon Root_."

Hiccup chuckled and began to walk over to the staircase with the others before he and Toothless were snatched up by dragons. The Vikings yelled in shock and panic before they too were lifted up off the ground at quick speed. Fishlegs screamed at the top of his lungs as a Gronkle carried him further up in the air. Snotlout cursed every swear word he knew as he dangled from the claws of a Hideous Zippleback, Ruffnut and Tuffnut screamed in both fear and delight in the hold of one Changewing with Tuffnut yelling-

"This is both awesome and scary!"

Astrid, dangling from the claws of a Flightmare while Stoick and Gobber were in the clutches of a Monstrous Nightmare. They flew higher and higher to the claw-like mountain rock formations that stood in a circle. The dragons were like small dots compared to the rock claws and large, long, leafy vines dangled wrapped and dangled from the claws. Flying further in, everyone could see the vast area the claws encased. The area was big as the village back on Berk (maybe bigger), the ground was hard and cracked and covered with dirt, with some places having large patches of light green grass and three large ponds where the Terrible Terrors and dragon hatchlings played without a care in the world.

But, the one thing that caught everyone's eye was the gigantic tree that was slightly shorter than the claw rocks. The leaves were thick and a bright green. large holes had been carved into the trunk and thick branches and Astrid could just see movement coming within. A moat filled with clean, crystal blue water guarded around the tree and multiple vines hung from the top branches.

Everyone stared in awe at the sight as the dragons holding them descended to the ground. they were gently dropped on a wide grass patch before the dragons flew off.

"Whoa! Are we in Valhalla?!" exclaimed Snotlout

"No, but you are where i live." Hiccup replied. "Welcome to the Paradise Sanctuary!"

"You've lived here for five years?" Stoick asked.

"Not exactly." Hiccup rubbed the back of his head nervously. "I've lived for about two-three years."

"And what about the other two years?"

"Busy"

"Doing what?"

Before Hiccup could answer a long, and rather loud, squawk interrupted him.

"_**HICCUP HORRENDOUS HADDOCK THE THIRD! YOU'VE GOT SOME EXPLAINING TO DO!**_"

Hiccup nervously chuckled as he scratched the back of his head. "I'm in trouble"

A dragon landed beside the group of Vikings. It was a female Deadly Nadder, but, the kind they had never seen before. While her scaled were still colourful, it was different. The Nadder's scales were a dark green; nearly black, magenta pink came in small patches that decorated her wings and her spines were the same colour, and her teeth on the bottom jaw were big and thick and stuck out so they were practically the first thing you saw.

"Hey Sharney" Hiccup greeted cautiously.

" _'Hey?' That's all I get after you disappear for nearly two months?!_" The Nadder snapped.

"I'm sorry, Sharney. I really am. But I was busy. I got Whispering Death venom in me again and we had to go to Berk, which was in a raid at that time, Toothless' wing got broken so we were grounded for a while; but long story short, I got accepted by my village and they're willing to train their own dragons."

The Deadly Nadder, Sharney, chuckled lightly. "_You never cease to amaze me, Sparrow. But next time, at least send a message_."

"Of course Sharney." Hiccup turned to the Vikings. "Guys, this is Sharney. She has been by my side for nearly as long as Toothless."

"Whoa!" Tuffnut marveled. "What kind of Nadder is she? Cause, i haven't seen one like her before."

"Sharney, is a special type of Nadder. She's a Titan wing Nadder"

"Wow!" Fishlegs expressed excitedly. "I never thought i'd see a Titan wing dragon! They're usually rare to across."

"Yeah, with the right kind of training at the right time, it's quite possible. I've got quite a few Titan wings here; i'll show you them later, but i think it's time for some lunch. What do you guys think" They all nodded in reply. "Alright then. Follow me."

The group, Toothless, Sharney and few other dragons that decided to join them, headed towards the giant tree. They crossed a bridge walkway over the water moat that surrounded the tree and entered in a large doorway, covered in leafy vines. Walking inside, the Vikings eyes and mind were in a daze as they ventured in further. The whole tree was hollow! Six wide platforms, evenly spread out, separated different levels and floors. All the platforms had a four metre diameter hole cut out to allow way for a moving chain with multiple buckets that carried fresh water from a small stream that ran through the bottom floor. Dragons of every species flew or rushed around the place with messages, supplies and equipment.

"This is the 'home tree'." Hiccup explained. "It's the base of our operations. It consists of eight levels. First level, which we are standing in, is just the lobby, second is the nursery, third armory and storage, fourth is the hospital, fifth terrible terror room, sixth is the dining, kitchen and guestrooms and the seventh is is my floor. The eighth floor is beneath us, it is restricted to outsiders."

"Why is it restricted?" asked Astrid, curiously.

"Because it is."

"That's not an answer."

"Well, that's the only answer you're going to get."

"_Sparrow_!"

Hiccup turned to see a Terror rapidly flapping its wings and hovering next to Hiccup's head.

"_We need your help! We rescued a wild Hobblegrunt from an Earthjaw, and wouldn't allow us to help. Now the wound has become infected!_"

"Ok. Get my medical kit, bandages and healing potions. I'll be up there as soon as i can." The Terror flew off to follow Hiccup's orders, while Hiccup turned to address the others. "Sorry, but i gotta go. Duty calls. Toothless take them to the guestrooms, get them settled in, and have Cookie set the table for eight people. Sharney, tell the dragons we having Viking visitors that are _not_ hostile. I'll be back as soon as i can."

The young dragon rider ran off and grabbed onto the bucket chain and started climbing up it at a fast pace. Leaving the bewildered Vikings in the paws of the dragons that led them to the sixth floor.

Astrid sat down on the bed in the guestroom she was taken to. The room was small but cozy, even-though her room back on Berk was bigger than this one, it felt roomy. The rooms walls were plain wood along with the floor (save for a small cotton rug), an oak desk, a small closet, and an old chest at the end of the bed. A little window was installed in the furthest wall from the door that showed a great view of the island. Astrid lightly bounced on her bed, it different to the ones at home. Instead of lying down on hard wooden boards, she would lay on a comfy and soft mattress stuffed with feathers that made her fell like she was sleeping on a cloud, the pillow was thick and puffy, and the blanket was warm. She would definitely sleep well tonight.

A light knock tapped at the door of her room before it opened to reveal Ruffnut.

"Hey" she said.

"Hey" Astrid replied.

"You doing alright?"

"What do you mean?" Astrid gave a quizzical look and cocked her head to the side a bit.

"Well, with all that's happening. You know Hiccup has taken back the role of heir again while he still has to take care this place. And I know you have feelings for him."

"And how exactly did you get that conclusion?"

"Oh please. It's obvious you like him. And, I saw you looking comfortable on his lap while we were on the ship."

"You saw that?!" Astrid yelled.

"Everyone did"

The young shieldmaiden buried her face in her hands to hide her slightly blushing cheeks. "Ok. So say, if, I had feelings for Hiccup. What's it to you?" she challenged.

"We've been best friends for years, Astrid. We're practically sisters, and I know when something starts bothering you or when your feeling with your heart." The female twin sat down beside Astrid on the bed as she continued to talk. "You've been acting differently lately. The others haven't noticed, because they're boys. They don't have a clue. You keep asking questions, try and stay by Hiccup's side as much as possible. Ever since you were nearly burnt to a crisp by that Timberjack, you haven't been able to take your eyes of him."

The air turned thick around Astrid and she found it hard to breathe. Ruffnut knew, and while tried to deny the truth, her heart wouldn't let her.

"You don't like Hiccup just because he saved you. It's something else, isn't it,." She was right on the dot.

"Yes, I admit I have feelings for him. and yes, again, it wasn't because he saved me. It's because he's different. Ever since mother died, and father remarried, I've been pressured into marriage. Even from a young age of twelve I was told to get a strong, brave, fearless, Viking husband that would bring honour to the Hofferson name and have me bear healthy children. I didn't want that. And soon enough I was chased by nearly every boy in the village. And I say 'nearly' because there was one boy who didn't. Hiccup. He never ran after me, never tried to court me; sure I knew he had a crush on me and tried to get my attention, who didn't? But, he always gave me personal space. He was different, and five years ago I pushed him away and wanted nothing to do with him because of that. But recently, I realised that him being different, being himself, could just be what Berk needs. What i need. And, i can't afford to let him go."

A tear slid down Astrid's cheek, and she quickly wiped it away with her hand before Ruffnut could see it. But, Ruffnut did and she pulled Astrid into a tight hug with a look of understanding written on her face.

"Don't worry." Ruffnut comforted. "I won't tell anyone about this. Besides I'm starting to like Fishlegs."

Astrid whipped her head up to meet Ruffnut's. "Seriously?!" She exclaimed in disbelief.

Ruffnut nodded. "Yeah. He may be a guppy and a geek at times, but he's also a sweetheart" her face suddenly grew serious. "If you ever tell anyone I said that-"

"Don't worry. My lips are sealed."

"They better be." The twin warned.

A soft knock came from the door before followed by Fishlegs' voice. "Hey guys, dinner's going to be ready soon. Just wanted to let you know." Footsteps receded down the corridor.

"Come on. Don't want to keep Loverboy waiting" Ruffnut stated before running off.

Astrid only smiled.

**...**

**Hello Readers,**

**FINALLY! ITS DONE!**

**I'm not dead. I am so so sorry for not updating. My exams were finished like four weeks ago and now i'm stressing out about starting year 12 next term, and it's currently the holidays. Thank you so much for being patient with my updates, but from now on updates are going to be slower; so just bear with me. Anyway, you've finally met Sharney, and i bet you weren't expecting her to be a Titan wing.**

**Next chapter will be full of fun, and will have answers to some of the mysterious secrets Hiccup is hiding (Spoilers!) Hope you've enjoyed this long awaited chapter.**

**Please vote and comment.**

**Hugs and cookies all around.**

**Till Next Time =D**

**(Drops to the floor exhausted.)**
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**Proceed with Caution**

**A/N: IMPORTANT NOTE!: I'm changing the title of this story from 'Goodbye' to 'Choices of the Present', cause the title doesn't fit in with trilogy this book is part of. If you guys want to see a picture of the sanctuary, it can be found on Wattpad in my book. And the chapters are once again first person (third person was being a little shit).**

**Be forewarned, there is a little blood in this.**

_Astrid's POV_

Shortly after the conversation with Ruffnut, i left my room and began heading to the dining section. I gotta say, this place is incredible. The small window in my room had a great view of the place. I could see a large spiked iceberg that was attached to the back of the island where the dragons seemed to taken some of the fish supply and store them in the ice, a large farm with a variety of vegetation; it even had a vineyard. But, what caught my eye the most was what seemed to be a graveyard. Hundreds of headstones of same sizes and shapes lined up in equal and straight lines all surrounding a large tombstone. _I wonder, whose is that?_

A delicious smell from the dinning room and kitchen snapped my thoughts away from the graveyard to one totally different thing...Food! As i reached the dining room, i noticed the structure of the level was split into three parts. The kitchen was in a large circular room in the middle, the left side was the area of the guest rooms and the right side was the dining room. Walking into the dining room, I see a long, oak wood, dinner table with eight chairs; six on the side and one on each end. A luscious red dining table cloth was spread across and cutlery and plates that shined like sunshine on a lake surface.

The others were already there and sitting at the table with the twins and Fishlegs sitting at one side and Snotlout and Gobber on the other. Stoick sat at one of the ends. I took the empty seat next to Snotlout, thinking that Hiccup sat on the other end. And speaking of Hiccup, he hasn't come back yet.

"Anyone seen Hiccup?" I ask.

Everyone shakes their heads. This got me worried, we last saw him two hours ago heading off to wherever he went off to. Toothless left shortly after he took us to our rooms and we haven't seen both of them since.

A loud clattering noise emitted from the kitchen and we all turned to see seven terrible terrors fly out, each grasping a bowl of soup in their paws, while a Gronkle came out pushing a trolley. On the trolley was a large roasted boar that was smothered in juicy smelling sauce, a variety of steamed vegetables, slices of fresh fruit and berries, and seven freshly baked pies. The Gronkle stopped in front of me and gestured for me to take a pie and some fruit and vegetables as a terror placed a bowl of soup in front of me. After everyone was served, the Terrors gathered together to lift the roasted boar and place in the middle of the table. The dragons went back to the kitchen.

Serving ourselves slices of tender boar meat and slurping up delicious soup with well-cooked greens and juicy fruits. Everyone melted at the taste of the food. Who knew dragons could cook?!

After we finished all the food on our plates and picked the boar clean of meat, Fishlegs asked something we didn't consider.

"Hey, shouldn't we have saved some for, Hiccup?"

We all froze. Except for Snotlout.

"Eh. He's loss." Snotlout said.

I rolled my eyes.

I woke up at the sound of a noise coming from the kitchen. It was the soft clinking sound of ceramic cups lightly hitting each other. I'm surprised I heard it over the loud snores of the others. Especially Snotlout's. Getting up from the comfy, soft bed, I slipped on my fur boots and a thin blanket over the night dress I brought with me, and walked out into the dining room. A lantern was set upon the table and a cup of what looked and smelled like herbal tea. The door to the kitchen opened and I stepped back into the shadows of the corridor.

Hiccup stepped out from the kitchen and leaned against the wall and sighed. He seem exhausted. His hair was messier that it was before and he was still wearing that dragon scale cloak and riding vest along with his usual attire that was slightly covered in what appeared to be blood stains.

Pushing himself off the wall, he grabbed the cup of tea and lantern from the table and rounded the corner. I grew a little worried. He seemed really tired and frustrated. Quietly following his direction, i peered over to where he was heading. He opened a door, that blended into the wall so well you wouldn't have known it existed, and revealed a spiral staircase. Hiccup walked up it tiredly an closed the door behind him, without seeing me.

I wonder what happened?

* * *

><p><em>Hiccup's POV (8 hours earlier)<em>

Hooking my spear to the chain of the bucket train, I was lifted up. Passing the the different levels till I made it to the medical wing. Snatching a bucket of water off the chain, i hopped off and ran into the operation room. Different stalls with white curtains lined the walls. Each one held a big space to conduct operations. Rushing over to the small tub of soapy water, i placed the bucket on the ground while i rolled up my sleeves and quickly, and thoroughly, washed my hands and arms. Grabbing the bucket once again, i ran into stall number five where a Hobblegrunt that was lain down on a wooden table and repeatedly changed it camouflage to different colours. It thrashed about as the medical dragons tried to hold it down and another trying to stop another Hobblegrunt, who was roaring in fury and concern, on the other side of the room.

I hurried to one side of the table and asked about the situation. "How's she doing?"

"Not so well." A Terror answered. "She refuses any kind of treatment, and her mate isn't helping. If this continues the infection might spread and there'll be no hope in saving her."

I thought hard. How could we do this? I look to the other side of the room and see the male Hobblegrunt fight, bite and growl loudly at the dragons that separated it from his mate. I walk up to it and address it.

"I'm Little Sparrow. I'm in charge of this place. If you and your mate don't settle down, we can't help. And if we don't, then you'll be without your mate"

"Are you threatening me?" the male Hobblegrunt growled.

"Depends if you choose to behave. Please, calm down and let us help her. Or she will die if we don't." i spoke calm yet firm, hoping for the dragon to get the message.

Looks like he did. The Hobblegrunt calmed but still growled lowly. I could still see the distrust in his eyes, however he is beginning to have faith in me.

"Okay. Got that out of the way." i exhaled. "Now, care to tell me what happened to your mate?"

"We were out hunting," the dragon explained sorrowfully. "we came to a clearing and she stepped into a metal jaw. I wish it was me. She doesn't deserve this."

I felt my heart drop. You never get used to hearing these kind of stories. I lean down to meet his eyes and hold up a hand near his snout. "No, she doesn't. We can help her. Please, trust us...trust me." I close my eyes and wait. The familiar feel of scales brushing and pressing against my palm, and the flow of the bond let me know he does. I open my eyes and see he pressed his head into my hand. With that done, it was time to get down to business.

"I'm going to need your help with this. Can you keep your mate calm while we fix her leg?"

The Hobblegrunt nodded and walked over to the side of the female and laid his head down onto her neck as a comforting gesture. The female lay still as i came back to check her leg. It was a horrible sight. **A/N: If anyone is squeamish, don't read until the next page break. **Long, deep gashes leaking heavily with blood. If i looked close enough i could see the pus from the infection deep in the wound. The flesh was blackening. The infection had already taken place. There wasn't anything we could do. Except one thing.

"We're going to have to amputate." I announced.

All the dragons looked up in shock.

"It's the only thing we can do," i looked to both the Hobblegrunt's. "If you give us your consent of course."

The two dragons turned to each other and slightly nodded. Looking back at me, the female answered:

"Do what you must."

"Alright. Speedy get an axe and heat it up, we'll cut the leg off and stop the bleeding at the same time." i ordered to the Terrors. "Tally, fetch the healing balms and potions and bandages along with some dragon nip. We're gonna need to knock her out for this."

While the Terrors got everything ready i told the female to relax and have her mate keep her calm. I straightened her leg and moved it away from her other, so i don't hit it if i get my aim wrong. Tally came back with the equipment and i gave the dragon some dragon nip and made her fall unconscious. Taking the axe the glowed a bright red and lifted it over my head. The male Hobblegrunt held on tighter to his mate. Taking a deep breath and aiming...

...i brought the axe down.

I just hope the others didn't hear

* * *

><p>I washed my hands in the small tub, wiping off the guilt of the procedure. After we finished the amputation we sent the Hobblegrunt's to the recovery room where the female would get used to have only one leg while i build a replacement one. You never get used to these kind of things. But, it is necessary. And it's my job to help and protect the dragons.<p>

"Sparrow"

I turned to see Sharney walk in.

"We need to talk. It's important." she said.

"Can't it wait?" I grouched.

"No. The scouts have come back. They say _he's_ on the move."

I froze. This was serious. "Get Toothless and tell him to meet in the map room. Then get Chief Stinger, Driller and Coral; they'll want to hear this too."

"Of course." She disappeared down the corridors.

Two years without news about this guy and then suddenly, out of the blue, he turns up again. This can't be good. It never is with this man. I'll have to be more careful now, don't send dragons out too far, restrict some areas, don't explore for a while, and have the Whispering Deaths make more tunnels for emergency's. I can't afford to have anything happen to my dragons.

I ran out of the room and made my way up the tree by the bucket chain once again to the armoury. Walking past the forge area and racks of dragon battle armour, i go to the adjoining room on the far side. Opening the door, i was greeted with the sight of Toothless. He was sitting next to the large table, housing the completed version of my map. His head snapped up when he heard me come in.

"What's going on?" he asked worriedly.

"The scouts came back with important news." I answered.

He shot right up in fear. "Is it about that man? Please tell me it isn't" Toothless whispered panicked

"I'm afraid it is." I walked over to him and scratch him behind the ears. "I'm hoping it's nothing too bad."  
>"Me too."<p>

Just then the door opened and Sharney walked in with the Chief Stinger, the Titan wing Whispering Death named Driller, and a Shockjaw named Coral.

"Sparrow." everyone greeted.

"Sharney, Chief, Driller, Coral. Has Sharney told you the topic of this meeting?"

"Yes, she has," Chief answered. "What shall we do?"

"I don't know." I whispered. "For three years, we haven't heard a single from of him. Then, all of a sudden, we catch wind that he's on the move. It's all too soon!" I pace back and forth, my breathing ragged and panicked, Toothless whined worriedly behind me. "Although, i should've seen this coming. He did say he'd be back. I just didn't think this soon."

"We all knew this was coming." Coral stated sympathetically, her fins drooping a bit.

"It's true," added Driller. "He is very unpredictable. We must take caution. What are we to do?"

I thought for a moment. This madman would undoubtedly find this place and all the treasures it holds. The dragons are the main priority. They come first. But, i couldn't be sure if they are in immediate danger, Sharney still hasn't said everything.

"Sharney? Tell me everything the scouts brought back."

She sighed and stood next to the map, the other dragons following her. "Apparently, they're in a small fleet of ships. No more than five. They are in the, bare, North-east region. Some of the scouts were able to get on board one the ships and overhear a conversation. Two of the crew members were complaining about how they were sailing for three weeks and won't be another seven before they reach their destination. They will stop at Shellhook island, to gather supplies and continue their journey to wherever they are going."

"They never said where they were going?" Toothless inquired.

"No. I don't think the crew on the ships that tagged behind the lead ship knew." Sharney answered. "But, we do know that he's on the lead ship. If he's going himself with this small fleet, then, this can't be good for us. Where do you think he's heading?"

"No idea. They're in a large area, that spreads for miles, with very little islands to stop at." Coral said thoughtfully.

"Do you have a position of where the scouts were, when they got this information?" Chief asked.

The titan wing Nadder stepped back a bit and raised her tail. The spikes snapping up. She flicked it with precise aim and shot one spine onto the map. It landed in the bare North-east area. I took the spine out and took out a charcoal pencil from my cloak and drew a circle around the punctured hole in the map. Studying the location, i thought out loud. Voicing my logic.

"Judging by the position of where the scouts last saw them, it's about one week away from here, at the Sanctuary, to there by dragon. While the scouts were coming back, the fleet travelled a bit more distance and should've already stopped by Shellhook island to restock. So, now they've got six weeks left to get to their destination," I drew a big, thick dot on the map as an estimation to where they should be. "What island is six weeks away from there?" I queried.

Nobody said anything. Until...

"...Loki's exile." Driller whispered faintly. We all snapped our heads up to him, unnerved. "Loki's exile is in the middle of the bare region, and they're one week into it. It would take about six weeks to get there."

Silence. That's all there was. No one dared to say a word. We all knew what was on that island. We vowed to never speak of, or mention, it. Until the time came. And that time was now. Taking a deep breath i gathered up the courage to take action.

"If i know this man well, he knew there would be scouts, and let them gather the information and bring it back here. To strike fear into the dragons. Into me. It's a sign saying that he's ready to start this and nothing will stand in his way. So, from now on, we'll proceed with caution. Don't tell anybody of this. We keep it to ourselves for now, until we have to tell the dragons. Sharney, make sure the scouts do not spread any word of this. Coral, lead searches for islands that can be used for hiding in case something happens; if you find a place that looks suitable enough come to me and i'll decide if it's safe enough. If it is, Driller, you and some other whispering deaths will create underwater emergency tunnels to there. Chief, i want you to send some of your pack members to the nearby islands where some more dragons are stationed to give messages to them and to tell those dragons to pass it on to the next nearby islands. Are we clear?"

"Yes, Sparrow." everyone responded. Without another word, they left the room.

"Hiccup, what about us?" Toothless asked.

"We won't go exploring for a while. We'll stay here and keep doing everything as normal as possible. We'll still go patrolling for injured dragons, but that's it."

"And what of your Viking family and friends?"

"They don't need to know."

"But, they're already suspicious. They will find out! One way or another!"

"This doesn't concern them, Toothless. It isn't their battle to fight," I fell to my hands and knees and let lose some tears from my eyes. "I don't tell them about this because, i want to keep them safe. If he knew about them, then he would...I can't lose them, Toothless. Not them." I sobbed.

Toothless crooned sadly. "I know. You want to protect them. I understand." Toothless rubbed his side against me as i cried. He pulled me into his stomach with his paws and held me close. His hugs always give me comfort.

I calmed down over time. When i looked outside the window, it was late into the night. I told Toothless to head to bed and that i'll come later. I made my way to the guestrooms, checking that everyone was asleep. I promise, i won't let anything happen to you guys. I walked to the kitchen and made a cup of tea to help me settle my shaken mind, before heading upstairs to bed.

**Hello Readers,**

**I cannot express of how sorry i am (and disappointed i am with myself) about the time it took me to FINALLY update this. Being in year 12 is exhausting and I've got one more assignment to finish and two more day of school left before i'm scott free! And since i'm not so busy now, i might be able to update before Christmas. No promises (i don't make those) REMINDER!: I'm changing the title to 'Choices of the Present'.**

**With the next chapter, should it be a bonus chapter or the continuation of the story? I'll let you guys decide.**

**A friend of mine just recently published a book, it's not fanfiction but i've read the first few chapters and it's really good and quite funny in some parts. So, please go check out her book it's called the 'Black 13' and it's by Dani10148 on Wattpad.**

**I would love it if you checked out my Big Hero 6 fanfictions  
><strong>

**Please review  
><strong>

**Till next time =D (Hopefully that will be soon)**
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**The Perfect Pair**

_Hiccup's POV_

A week had passed since the others came to the Sanctuary, and it was reaching the end of winter. I was currently standing on a thick branch, that protruded from the Home Tree, watching the sun rise over the horizon. Colours of pink, purple, blue, yellow, orange and red danced in the sky as the sun rose higher and higher. The white clouds that floated in the air, without a care in the world, glowed as the sunbeams hit them as well as the ocean below them.

I always woke up before the sun, just to watch it rise. Toothless stood beside me, staring cross-eyed at a butterfly that had perched itself on his nose. I chuckled at the sight. It was the last day of winter and there was barely any frost left. Because of the location of the Sanctuary, it was more of a tropical climate, so the winters weren't as cold, but the summers were hot.

I watched as the sun rose higher. Taking it's rightful position in the sky. We're going to have a busy day ahead of us. It was time to have the others train their dragons. In the past week I've had them work in different sections of the Sanctuary, teamed up with a specifically chosen dragon. Had sent Astrid and a Nadder into the forest to collect timber, Fishlegs and a Gronkle to the forest as well to study the animals and plants. Snotlout and a Monstrous Nightmare had been sent to some hunting while the twins did some demolition work with a Zippleback. The others didn't know this, but, i had purposely teamed them up with the dragon that used to be the cages of the arena, because the dragons would remember them. While they never met the Monstrous Nightmare, the dragon would remember them from its observations through the crack of the cage door.

Over the week, they would have created some kind of bond with the dragons. A friendship. Trust. At least that's what i'm hoping for. I know the twins will hit it off pretty, since a Zippleback can cause quite a lot of destruction, Fishlegs would too; Gronckle's are surprisingly gentle creatures and very warm-hearted (A/N: I don't know if that is a word, but i'm making it one). I was a bit concerned about Astrid, on the first day Astrid kept her distance and would be very cautious around it. But, by the second day Astrid seemed to grasp onto the idea that the dragon wouldn't hurt her and progressed from there. Snotlout was my major concern. Being hot-headed, stubborn, smug and kinda full of himself, i would keep my eye on him the most. But, it seemed that the Monstrous Nightmare kept Snotlout in place and knew what it was doing. So, i didn't intervene, trusting the dragon to handle things.

I never gave these dragons names. They wanted to remain anonymous and wanted to feel like they weren't owned. To them, having a name symbolizes that they are a pet. Even though i tried to explain to them that i wanted to merely give them some identity, i still respected their choices. It wasn't just for my friends to get experience, but for the dragon too. And for them together.

It was important for them to bond with a dragon at a time like this, i'm planning to battle the Red Death soon and put an end to her tyranny. And i'm going to need help. I originally planned to defeat her myself with only a handful of dragons, but with my friends, Gobber and Dad, i can't and they would come with me even if I old/begged them not to.

I left Dad and Goober in the hands/paws/claws...whatever... of a Thunderdrum and Hotburple. The Thunderdrum just reminded me of my Dad's stubbornness so much, I thought that they'd get along quite well. Not to mention, how loud both of them can get. For the Hotburple, their species were very lazy, however, I could see Gobber and the dragon getting along just fine.

I looked to Toothless and saw his ear-flaps droop as the butterfly flew off, i giggled and instantly regretted not drawing him with the little bug. "Come on bud. We've got a big day today. "

"What do you mean?" he asked.

"I mean, we need to get the gang on the backs of their dragons. The Red Death needs to be stopped soon and i can't do it alone."

"I understand," he states as he stands up. "Come on. Let's get started!"

"Right behind ya, bud." I replied smiling.

"Ugh," Snotlout groaned. "Why did you have to wake us up so early?!"

"It's already noon, Snotlout!" I exclaimed.

"Ever heard of beauty rest? You think this," he gestured to himself. "just happens? You'd know how important it is if you did it"

I didn't bother answering back, so i settled for rolling my eyes in annoyance.

"Alright," i started. "For the past week you've been spending time with the dragons i partnered you up with. Within that time, you would have made some sort of friendship with them. A bond. Now, we're going to strengthen that bond by getting you on their backs."

"Wait," said Tuffnut. "You're going to teach us how to fly on the dragons?"

"Yep. Exactly." I reply.

I could see the excitement on all their faces. Maybe except Fishlegs, cause looked terrified. But, the twins looked ecstatic.

"When do we start?" they both asked in unison.

I smiled and turned to Toothless, signalling him to let out a roar that echoed through the Sanctuary. The four dragons that had been spending time with the others answered the call immediately and came flying down next to us. The Nadder walked over to Astrid and nudged her with its head. I walked over to it and patted the Nadders head affectionately. and asked:

"Is it alright with you guys if they gave you names?"

"We have talked about it, and we have agreed that we will let them name us. We have grown fond of them and trust them not to hurt us and treat us like pets."

"Ok," I turned to Astrid and the others and smiled. "Have you guys thought of names for your dragons yet?"

"No, we haven't."

"Well, I think you guys should. It'll help make the bond stronger with the dragon if you do."

She grinned and petted the Nadder on the head. "Well, I guess I have been calling her a name in my head."

"What name would that be?" I asked.

"Stormfly." she answered.

"What do you think of that?" I asked the Nadder.

"I quite like it. Makes me sound powerful." she squawked. "Besides, it's a pretty name."

The Nadder, now named Stormfly, jumped and spread her wings out, enjoying her new name with glee. Astrid and I both chuckled at the display. It then proceeded on to Snotlout, who had named the Nightmare Hookfang. The twins each took a head of the Zippleback for their own, Ruffnut with the one that breathes gas she had named 'Barf', and Tuffnut took the one that ignites the gas, he had named 'Belch'. It worried me a little about the destruction they could cause with that kind of dragon, but, I know Barf & Belch will keep them in check (Hopefully). As for Fishlegs, he named his Gronckle 'Meatlug' (Don't ask me why). Him and his dragon seemed to get along just perfectly, seeing as how sensitive their feelings are.

Getting them on their dragons backs was easy. Getting them off wasn't. Once they flew up, it just wasn't enough for them. My friends wanted to already try daredevil stunts and reach new altitudes. But, I persuaded the dragons not to let them do it, as they, and their riders, have little experience in flying together.

The training session went smoothly and over four hours, but all was well. We stopped for a late, simple, lunch of boar meat and potatoes, before going on with the chores. I told everyone what to do and went on my way up to the nursery on the second floor with Toothless. The nursery was the floor where all the baby dragons were kept. We had hot springs on the other side of the island and underground for the dragons to use to make sure the eggs don't blow everything up. '

I loved playing with the babies, so did Toothless. They made me feel at ease, knowing that they feel safe within my care, along with all the other dragons. But, for how long though? When will there be the time where, I won't be able to protect them from danger, if I'm simply not there? I guess there will be time, but I shouldn't dwell in the past and concern for the future. I should focus on the now and treat as a gift.

As night began to fall, I pulled Dad and the others to the chart room to discuss the location of the nest and the Red Death.

"Only a dragon can find the island." I state.

They all stood in silence as the pondered over ideas.

"So we have to use a dragon to find the nest?" my father asked.

"Most likely." I answer. "But, I doubt any dragon will volunteer to do it. Besides Toothless, and your dragons won't fall under the influence of the Dragon Queen, because they've been away from her too long to fall under her mind control."

"Then what do you suggest we do?" questioned Astrid.

"I'll lead Berk to the nest." I finalized.

"WHAT?!" All of them exclaimed.

"How would you lead us to the nest? You're human!" Snotlout exclaimed.

Wow. Who knew Snotlout had a brain? "To answer that Snotlout, I can communicate with dragons. I understand their language. Besides, I don't know why or how, but, the Dragon Queen has somehow been sending a signal to me. To draw me in. I listen to it, and it feels like someone else is in my mind. If I can fight hard enough, I can consciously lead Berk to the nest. Provided, someone keeps a hand on me, so I don't wonder off."

"I gladly volunteer!" Snotlout calls. Earning him a smack on the head by Gobber.

"Are you sure about this?" Astrid asked concerned. "It will be dangerous."

"Astrid, this doesn't even become close to what I've been through. Trust me, it'll be alright." I assured. However, I can still see the doubt in her eyes.

"Alright. It's settled." My father announced. "Me and Gobber will leave for Berk in two days and begin to prepare the fleet and discuss battle plans. You riders will stay here and continue to train with your dragons under Hiccup's lead. We expect you sometime next week back at Berk, and ready to fight with your dragons."

We all agreed and went to our rooms. Except me and Astrid. I had grabbed her before she left the room and after everyone else had gone.

"Come with me. I want to show you something." I explained before she could question.

I dragged her up to the top floor where my room was located. Walking up the stairs to my floor, I could Astrid's curiosity that turned into wonder as she stepped through the door. My room was, in a word, colourful. Bottles of different colours and shapes hung from the ceiling by strings so when the sun rises in the morning, they make the bottles glow and make rays of colour. A fireplace stood in the middle of the floor; glowing dimly in the embers. Toothless' rock was located at one end of the floor, curtained with silk and ferns. Paintings of dancing, running and flying dragons decorated the walls all around. An entrance was blocked of by a ragged curtain on the other far side of the floor.

I took Astrid's hand and walked her through the curtain, coming into a large hollowed out branch. My room. The walls were covered in charcoal drawings of dragons, but mostly Toothless. A big bed was at the end, leaving enough room for a beside table on its right, a carven and polished desk was pushed to one side of the branch with a window positioned over it, and more colourful bottles hung for the ceiling.

"Follow me" I instructed.

Climbing out the window and helping Astrid, we stood on top of the branch, high above the ground. She stiffened as she looked down but relaxed as I held her gently.

"I want to show you something." I said. "Keep looking out into the forest that surrounds the Dragon's Teeth." (The claw mountains)

We waited a few minutes before we saw it. A small bright yellow light floated out of the forest; followed by ten, then twenty, then hundreds. Millions of bright lights floated up from the forest, hovering towards the stars to join them. I looked down at Astrid and saw that her eyes were wide filled with wonder.

"Hiccup. What's going on?"

"Every year at the end of winter and the beginning of a new season, the fireflies will go up and be with the stars. Flying as high as they can to join them. I don't know why they do this, but I don't really care. I just know it's beautiful to see. Especially with you."

She turned around to face me, and I could see the reflections of the fireflies dancing in her sapphire eyes. She really was beautiful.

"Hiccup?"

"Yeah?"

"Promise me. Promise that you'll come back to me after we fight the Red Death." I stated.

"What is there to promise? I always come back."

"But, I need to know that you will come back. Not just to Berk. But, to me. I don't think I can live with the fact that you might die. Please, just promise me." she pleaded.

"Alright. I promise."

"Thank you." she sighed, as we turned back to the last of the fireflies.

Thoughts ran through my mind. I knew there was going to be a risk of people dying. And I don't think I could live with the fact that I lead them to their deaths. But, I guess it's just an occupational hazard for Vikings. However, I don't see myself as a Viking. No matter, who or what I am, this needs to be done. I mean, what could possibly happen? Everything will turn out fine.

Right?

**Hello Readers,**

**I have decided to keep the original title, as it's just too much of change and hassle.**

**I am quite exhausted as I just wrote 3 quarters of the chapter today and I'm quite surprised I got this chapter out this month. It's still the holidays, but it will soon come to an end. Finally getting some dragon training and planning on how to fight the Red Death and more importantly Hiccstrid. Yay! This chapter was quite exhausting and if it confused you in any way, don't worry it would be my fault as I didn't really know what I was writing about. Anyway, this book has about another five chapters or so and some additional ones before it's done. (Thought you guys would like to know that).**

**So, hope you guys enjoyed this awaited chapter.**

**Please vote and comment (I love reading them)**

**Till next time =D**


	18. Chapter 18: One-Hit KO

**_Warning! There's a swear word at the end of this chapter._**

_Hiccup's POV_

Three days passed and the others are excelling in riding their dragons. Dad and Gobber left for Berk yesterday to prepare the fleet for battle. I tried to convince dad to not bother organizing the fleet since we'll be using dragons to help win and end this war. But, being a traditional viking, he proclaimed it was an 'occupational hazard'. Stubborn Viking. Unfortunately there is very little you can do to change Stoick the Vast's mind.

I was currently sitting in a wooden shack on the far side of the sanctuary, where it is off limits to any dragons, besides Toothless and Sharney. The purpose for the shack was for the study and creating of weapons from the weaknesses of dragons to use against the Queen. All the dragons in the Sanctuary knew this for i didn't want it to be a secret to them. I sat on a wooden stool as i carved out an arrow and placed it on the pile of completed arrows on the desk in front of me.

I heard footsteps outside the shack and the sound of the rusted hinges creaking as the door opened. I look back and see Snotlout entering, cringing at the sound of the hinges.

"Hey cuz," he greets. "Whatcha doing?" he asks as he kneels down to inspect an arrow i took from the pile.

"Making arrows" i answer in a bland tone. I took a fine knife and began to carve rune designs on the shaft of the arrow.

"Why?" Snotlout questions.

"Because, we're leaving tomorrow for Berk, and i'm making some weapons take could help defeat the Queen."

"So... you're making arrows?" he asks doubtfully.

"Yep. But, not just any old arrows. These are different." i state as i stand up and walk to a shelf with several jugs and containers lined up on the shelves. I take a heavy ceramic jug off the shelf labelled 'The Devil's Killer' and place it on the table in front of Snotlout. I remove the parchment cloth tied to to the top of it, and an unpleasant smell wafted out. Snotlout recoiled in disgust.

"Holy Mother of Thor! What is that stuff?!"

"Eels blood mixed with the nectar of the Blue Oleander flower"

"Why did you mix those to together? What good are they going to do?" he demanded.

"In-case you haven't noticed, dragons hate eels. That's why they never took them during the raids. I found out why during some unpleasant and unexpected events, about two years ago. Apparently, if dragons eat eels, they get really sick. Except Typhoomerang's. And the Blue Oleander flower is poisonous to reptiles. However, Scauldron's eat them. I thought i could combine these together and them against the the Queen. Assuming, she has the same weaknesses as the regular dragons." i explain.

"Then, what are the arrows for?"

"Well, I've seen the Dragon Queen before, and i noticed that the scales on her skin aren't going to be easy to penetrate with regular arrows. So, I've made these arrows out of Gronkle Iron. The lightest and strongest metal ever known. I'm going to dip the tips of the arrows into the mixture and fire them at the Queen. Hopefully, they'll pierce the skin and and go into her blood."

Snotlout nodded while rubbing his chin thoughtfully. "Sounds like a good idea," he paused for a moment. "Hang on. You said dragons are afraid of eels and that blue...whatever-you-call-it flower is poisonous to them as well. Won't this affect our dragons?"

I was shocked to hear this coming out of Snotlout. I didn't think he had brain. I smiled anyway and answered. " Already, got that covered," i stated. "I created a cure to the Blue Oleander from the Scauldron's venom, and for the eels blood; i plan to try and disguise the smell of the eels blood with the scent of coal and sea salt."

Snotlout nodded with approval. "Sounds good."

A moment of silence surrounded us as he stood awkwardly in the the middle of the shack. I sat back down by the desk and continued to carve runes into the arrows. While the runes don't do anything, i just wanted to decorated them, it allowed me to calm down for the upcoming battle and the pressure of that 'man' heading to Loki's exile.

I heard Snotlout clear his throat loudly. I turned to him and waited for him to talk.

"Listen," he began "I came here to talk to you about how i treated you five years ago." I sat up straight in my chair. I never really brought up the topic up. I figure i would let it go, like water under a bridge. But, i guess Snotlout didn't.

"Snotlout, if you're here to apologize, you don't have to. I already forgave you. I'm not one to hold a grudge."

"I know that!" Snotlout exclaimed. "But, i feel... i don't know what i feel! What i'm trying to say is, is that, you deserve an explanation for my actions. The reason why i bullied you."

I stood up from my chair. "You don't owe me an explanation, Snotlout. It's all in the past." i expressed.

"Just shut up and listen! If i don't do this now, then i'll never forgive myself!... The reason why i picked on you was on the fact that i was jealous of you."

"Jealous?" i questioned confusedly.

**(A/N:I have no idea what i'm writing. So sorry if this confuses you)**

"Yeah," he whisper ashamed. "I was jealous of the fact that you would be Chief. And the fact that you were born a hiccup was the gravy on the Yak pie. At first i didn't see it that way, cause we did used to play together when we were kids. It was when my dad started to try and persuade your dad to select me as heir because of how you were born. Then came the time that my dad told me to stop playing with you, because i was stronger than you and that meant that i couldn't hang out with kids who are weak. As time went by, dad kept reminding me of that and i continued to grow and start to become a true Viking while you stayed as a Hiccup. I remember the time when we were ten and me and the twins beat you up for no reason. By that time, i had no idea what i was doing. What i was doing to you.

"When you started to be better than everyone else in Dragon Training, i thought highly of you and began to admire you and be proud that you're gonna be Chief one day. But, then you left. Stoick came shouting out of his house that you were gone. After that things changed. Stoick wasn't himself, dad convinced him to make me heir. I thought i would be the best Chief that ever existed, fighting wars and slaying my enemies with y people waiting on me, hand and foot. However, the training i was in showed me all the matters in keeping peace with other tribes. That wasn't me. So, when you came back and claimed you made peace with dragons i grew jealous again. But, after seeing what you can do, i began to realize that by being yourself you accomplished so many things and i chose to turn down the position. So, what i'm trying to say, is that... I'm sorry for the way i treated you."

My face softened and i smiled at Snotlout. It must've taken a lot of guts for him to apologize to me.

"It's alright Snotlout. I forgive you."

"Yeah, whatever. But, doesn't really make me feel better. There's something i gotta do that will convince me. Follow me." He gestured to follow him out of the shack. I walk behind him feeling bewildered. I continue to follow him into the forest that surrounded the tree and walked into a small clearing where the twins stood holding a bag of nuts and cracking them open by banging them on each others helmets.

"Finally! What took you so long?!" Ruffnut demanded.

"Yeah! We've waiting for hours!" Tuffnut carried on.

"It's only been 15 minutes!" Snotlout countered.

"Whatever, just do it already!"

"What's going on?" i asked.

"There to watch the show." said Snotlout.

"What show?" i stood confused as i hear the twins giggling.

"I want you to punch me." Snotlout stated.

"What?!" i exclaimed. "No! I'm not going to do that!"

"Yes you are! This is the only way that will show me that you really forgive me."

I shook my head. "Snotlout there's gotta be another way."

"There isn't!" he proclaimed. "Now, come on! Hit me! You know you want to! Unless you're too much of a coward!"

I sigh heavily and stomped to him. "Fine! But, remember, you wanted this." I pull back my arm, and Snotlout spread his arms out with his eyes closed and a smile on his face. I brought my arm forward with as much strength as i could and connected my fist to Snotlout's jaw.

* * *

><p>"It was the most awesome thing you ever saw! Who knew that scrawny Viking had that in him?!"<p>

I sat at the dinner table with the gang for an early dinner. We were each served a plate consisting of a light apple and carrot salad, a large Yak steak and mashed potatoes with gravy. Astrid sat next to me, and Snotlout sat across form me while he held an ice block to his swollen jaw, and cautiously taking a bite out of his food. I shot him a remorseful look and turned back to Tuffnut who was telling Astrid and Fishlegs what happened. I had to admit. It felt kinda good to punch Snotlout.

"You know, we never expected Thor's mighty hammer to meet Snotlout's paper jaw." Tuffnut stated.

Snotlout cried out angrily and lunged for Tuffnut across the dinner table.

* * *

><p>The next day we headed off to Berk. Snotlout's jaw healed significantly over night due to a healing salve i made from Toothless' saliva; which had incredible healing properties.<p>

I was on my floor of the tree packing the necessities for the trip when Toothless came up beside me.

"_This is it_." he said. "_You ready?_"

"I've been preparing for this day for years, Toothless. Do you really need to ask?" i reply.

He quietly chuffed and butted his head against my arm. I patted his head in reassurance and scratched behind his ears to which he purred to.

"_You have to get your armour._" he stated

"I know."

I stood up and walked over to a chest with a padlock on it. I pull a key out from my dragon scale cloak and unlock the chest then open it. The contents were covered in a thin layer of dust. I made this armour last year for this event. The armour consisted of a chest plate made from Gronkle Iron with swirling runes running down the middle of the chest and edges of the plate, attached to the shoulders of the plate were shoulder guards of two layered pieces of sharp Gronkle Iron. A tunic made of ebony black material with a collar that flowed over the neck line of the chest plate, which allowed me to pull up and over my nose and mouth, and a matching pair of loose leggings of the same colour, two arm braces of dark brown leather with more layered Gronkle Iron shards up the brace and back of the hand. Chain-mail in the design of diamond tessellates wrapped around the waist of the tunic. Sleek, long, knee-high brown leather boots with metal covering the toe and heel part of the boot and a quiver the slung and balanced on the hip finished the outfit off.

I quickly changed into the armour and grabbed Toothless' saddle bag and strapped it onto his saddle and filled my quiver with the arrows i dipped in the mixture of eel's blood and Blue Oleander; then grab my bow from a weapons cabinet and slung it over my shoulder.I met the gang outside of the tree. Sharney and and all the dragons came to say 'goodbye' and 'good luck' to us. Sharney carried a whistle in her mouth and handed it to me. Placed it in one of the pockets inside of my dragon scale cloak that i wore over my armour.

"What's that?" Astrid asks.

"It's a whistle," i answer. "If i blow it, all the dragons in the Sanctuary will hear it and come to my aid within the hour."

Astrid nodded her head looking impressed. "Handy"

We all climb onto our dragons. I made the all the gang's saddles since this was going to be a long trip to Berk. We took off for the sky and began our journey.

* * *

><p><em>8 hours later<em>

We arrived at Berk by mid-afternoon. By the time we made it there, the entire fleet was ready to go. We met up with my father at the docks.

"Ah Hiccup! You're here!" he greeted. "The ships are loaded and ready to set sail."

I nodded in understanding. "When do we leave?" i ask.

"Immediately."

I nod again and turn to the riders and order to board the leading ships. They did and Toothless and i followed. Dad and everyone who was coming also got onto the ships. The sails were let down for the wind to carry the ships across the ocean. Me and Toothless decided to head below deck to take a quick nap. He was exhausted from the flight and needed some rest to loosen the tight grip nervousness had on my heart.

We awoke the next morning a few hours after sunrise. Me and Toothless went up-deck and saw what stood in front of us. A thick wall of rolling fog guarded the entrance to the Dragon's Nest. I could already hear the call of the Dragon Queen; telling me to come to her. Well, she's gotta be careful what she wishes for. Because, today's the day her reign of terror ends. Today is the day, she dies.

_Let's do this shit._

* * *

><p><strong>I AM A HORRIBLE PERSON, FOR NOT UPDATING FOR SO LONG! <strong>

***Face plants onto the floor and falls through it***


End file.
